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CHAPTER I. 

IT is towards the close of a long, bright 
day in June, that a young coUegian 
enters, somewhat hastily, the courtyard of an 
inn on the outskirts of one of our university 
towns. 

" HoUoa there !'* he calls sharply to a 
skulking ostler, who recognises him with a 
touch of the forelock ; " bring my horse 
round, will you, and be quick about it !" 

As the ostler disappears to obey his Orders 
the young man leans lazily against the stable 
wall, and the traces of some secret care or 
annoyance are very visible upon his coun- 
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tenance. He ought to possess neither; for 
he is young, good-looking, affluent, and of 
high birth, being the second son of the Earl 
of Norham : but what charm is there to make 
even earls' sons invulnerable against the 
effects of the woes which they create for 
themselves ? A few months back Eric Keir 
almost believed that the world was made for 
him and men in the same position as himself ; 
to-day, he would give the world, were it his 
own, to be able to retrace his Steps and undo 
that which is irremediable. And yet he has 
not completed his two-and-twentieth year ! 

As the ostler brings his horse — a fine bay 
animal of some value — up to his side, Eric 
Keir Starts as though he had been dreaming, 
and seizing the reins abruptly, is about to 
spring into the saddle. His foot, however, 
has but reached the stirrup, when he is 
accosted from the other side. 

" Why, Keir, old fellow ! what an age it 
is since we met ! Where have you been hiding 
yourself ? I seem to have seen scarcely any- 
thing of you during the whole term." And 
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the hand of Saville Moxon, a fellow Student, 
though not at the same College, is thrust 
forward eagerly to take his own. 

At which, Eric Keir descends to earth 
again with an appearance of being less pleased 
than embarrassed at this encounter with his 
friend, who is, moreover, intimately acquainted 
with all the members of his family. 

^*If you have not seen me, Moxon, it is 
your own fault," he replies, moodily ; " for you 
know where to find me when I am at home." 

" Ah ! exactiy so, my dear fellow, — when 
you are at home ; but have you any distinct 
recollection of when you last practised that 
rather negative virtue ? For my part, I can 
affirm that you have sported the oak on, at 
least, a dozen occasions during the last two 
months, when I have been desirous of palm- 
ing my irreproachable Company upon you. 
What do you do with yourself out of College 
hours?" 

At this question, innocent though it appears, 
Keir visibly reddens, and then tries to cover 
his confusion by a rough answer. 

B 2 



J 



NO INTENTIONS. 



" Much the same as you do, I suppose ; — 
much the same as every man does who is 
condemned to be cooped up for three parts 
of the year in this musty old town : try to 
forget that there is such a place." 

But Saville Moxon is not to be put out of 
temper so easily. 

" By riding out of it, as you are going to 
do now," he says, with a light laugh, as he 
lays his hand upon the horse's mane. " Where 
are you bound to, Eric ?" 

" What business is that of yours ?" is 
trembling upon the lips of Eric Keir ; but 
he represses the inclination to utter it, and 
Substitutes the answer, "Nowhere in par- 
ticular." 

" Then don't let me detain you. I want 
to speak to you, but I can walk by your side 
a littie way ; — or, stay : I dare say they have 
an animal in the stables they can let me have, 
and we'U take a gallop together — as we used 
to do in the old days, Keir." 

But to this proposal Eric Keir appears 
anything but agreeable. 
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" By no means," he rejoins, hastily. " At 
least, I know they have nothing you would 
care to mount; and I am quite at your 
Service, Moxon, if you wish to speak to me. 
Here, ostler ! hold my horse/* 

" But why should I keep you from your 
ride ?" ' 

'* Because I prefer it ; — prefer, that is to 
say, speaking to a friend quietly, to howling 
at him across the road. Let us turn out of 
this courtyard, where every wall has ears and 
every window a pair of eyes. And now 
what is your business with me ?" 

The young men have gained the road by 
this time, which is sufEciently removed from 
the town to be very dusty, and shaded by 
leafy trees. 

" Who would ever have thought of meeting 
you out here, Keir?" is Moxon's first re- 
mark. " And how long is it since you de- 
veloped a taste for country lanes and hedges ?'* 

" I don't admire quiekset hedges more than 
I ever did ; but when a man rides for exercise, 
one direction is as good as another." 
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" But what induced you to remove your 
horse from Turnhiirs? Didn't they do justice 
tohim?" 

"Well — yes — " in a hesitating manner. 
" I had no particular fault to find with them ; 
but these stables are more convenient/* 

" Less so, I should have imagined. Why, 
you have nearly a mile more to walk to 
them." 

"Perhaps I like Walking: any way, that's 
my business. What's yours ?" 

At this curt rejoinder, Saville Moxon turns 
round and regards him steadily in the face. 

"What is the matter, Keir?" he says, 
kindly. "Are you ill.^ And, now I come 
to look at you, you have certainly grown 
much thinner since I saw you last ; and, if 
you were not such a lazy fellow, I should 
say you had been overworking yourself " 

To which Keir responds, with a harsh 
laugh. "Yes, Moxon, that's it^too much 
study. It's an awfuUy bad thing for young 
fellows of our age — so trying to the Consti- 
tution ! Ha! ha! ha!" 



NO INTENTIONS, 



" But you really don't look yourself, Keir, 
for all that. I am afraid you must have been 
living too fast. Don't do it, dear cid fellow 
— for all our sakes." 

The afFectionate tone touches some chord 
in Eric Keir's heart, and he answers, almost 
humbly — 

" Indeed I have not been living fast, Moxon ; 
on the contrary, I think I have been keeping 
better hours this term than usual. One comes 
so soon to the conviction that all that kind 
ofthing is not only degrading, but wrong. 
Yet one may have troubles, nevertheless. 
How are all your people at home ?'* 

" Very well indeed, thank you ; and that 
brings me to the subject of my business with 
you, It is odd I should have met you this 
afternoon, considering how much separated 
we have been of late; for if I had not 
done so, I should have been obliged to 
write." 

" What about ?" 

" I had a letter from your brother Muiraven 
this morning." 
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" Ah ! — more than I had : it's seldom either 
of them honours me." 

" Perhaps they despair of finding you — as 
I almost began to do. Any way, Lord 
Muiraven*s letter concerns you as much as 
myself. He wants us to join him in a Walk- 
ing tour." 

" When ?" 

" During the vacation, of course." 

" Where to ?" 

" Brittany, I believe." 

" I can*t go." 

" Why not? it will be a jolly change for 
you. And my brother Alick is most anxious 
to be of the party. Fancy what fun we four 
should have ! — it would seem like the old 
school days Coming over agdn." 

"When we were always together, and 
always in scrapes," Keir interrupts, eagerly. 
" I should like to go." 

" What is there to prevent you ?" 

His face falls immediately. 

" Oh ! I don't know — nothing in particular 
— pnly, I don't fancy it will be such fun as 
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you imagine; these tours turn out such 
awful failures sometimes ; besides — 
" Besides — what ?" 
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** It will be a great expense ; and Tm rather 
out of pocket this term." 

" That is no obstacle, for you are to go as 
Muiraven's guest. He says especially — let 
me see, where is the letter?" — producing it 
from his pocket as he speaks. " Ah ! here 
it is : ' Teil Eric, he is to be my guest, and 
so are you' — though, for the matter of that," 
continues Moxon, as he refolds the letter and 
puts it in the envelope, " my accepting his 
ofFer, and your accepting it, are two very 
difFerent things." 

" I can't go, nevertheless ; and you may 
write and teil him so." 

"You had better write yourself, Keir, 
you may be able to give your brother the 
reason, which you refuse to me." 

After this they pace up and down for a 
few minutes in silence : minutes which appear 
long to Eric Keir, for he pulls out his watch 
meanwhile to ascertain the hour. 



I 



lo so IXTENTIONS. 



" Keir ! are you in debt ?" says Moxon. 

"Not a penny — or, at all events, not a 
penny that I shall be unable to pay upon 
demand. Has any one been informing you 
to the contrarv ?*' 

" No one — it was but a surmise. I hope, 
then, — I hope there is no truth in the rumour 
that has reached me, that you find more 
charms in a certain little village, not twenty 
miles from Oxford, than in anything the old 
town contains !" 

Saville Moxon is hardly prepared for the 
effect which his words produce, For Eric 
Keir stops short upon the country path which 
they are traversing, and the veins rise upon 
his forehead, and his whole face darkens and 
changes beneath the passion which he cannot 
help exhibiting, although he is too courteous 
to give vent to it without further cause. 

" What village ?" he demands quickly. 

" Fretterley !" 

Then the knowledge that he is in the 
wrong, and gossip in the right, and that 
something he is very anxious to keep secret 
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is on the verge of being discovered, gets the 
better of Eric Keir's discretion, and he flares 
out in an impetuous manner, very much in 
character with his quick, impulsive nature. 

*' And what the d — 1 do your confounded 
friends mean by meddling in my afFairs ?" 

"Who Said they were friends ofmine?" 
retorts Moxon; and the laugh with which 
he says it is as oil cast on the flame of Eric 
Keir's wrath. 

** I will allow of no interference with any- 
thing I choose to do or say. I am not a 
child, to be foUowed, and gaped at, and 
cackled about, by a parcel of old women in 
breeches ; and you may teil your informant 
so from me, as soon as you please." 

"Keir, this is foUy, and you know it. 
Fretterley and its doings are too near at 
hand to escape all Observation ; and the fact 
of your visiting there, and the Vicar of the 
parish having three very pretty daughters, is 
quite sufficient tö set the gossips talking; 
but not to provoke such an ebuUition of 
anger from yourself." 
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" I don't care a fig about the Vicar or his 
daughters either ! But I do care to hear that, 
I can't ride a mile in one direction or another 
without all Oxford talking of it. I hate that 
style of feminine cackle which some of the 
fellows of the College have taken up ; and I 
say again, that they are a set of confounded 
meddlers ; and if I catch any one of them 
prying into my concerns, I won't leave him 
a whole bone in his body !" 

" You are childish !" exclaims Moxon. 
" As I repeated the report, Keir, I suppose I 
am one of the 'confounded meddlers' you 
allude to, and it may not be safe for me to 
remain longer in your Company. And so, 
good day to you, and a better spirit when 
we meet again." And tuming abrupdy from 
him, he commences to walk in the direction 
of the town. But slowly, and somewhat 
sadly: for he has known Eric Keir fix)m 
boy hood, and, imperious as he is with strangers, 
it is not often he exhibits the worst side of 
his character to his friends. 

For a moment — whilst pride and justice 
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are struggling for the mastery within him — 
Eric looks at the retreating figure and then, 
with sudden impulse, he strides hastily after 
Moxon, and tenders him his hand. 

" Forgive me, Saville ! I was wrong — I 
hardly knew what I was saying." 

" I was sure you would confess it, sooner or 
later, Eric ; your faults are all upon the surface." 

And then they shake hands heartily and 
feel themselves again. 

" But about this Fretterley business," says 
Eric, after a slight hesitation : " stop the 
gossip as much as lies in your power, there's 
a good fellow ! For I swear to you I have 
no more intention of making love to the 
Vicar's daughters, than I have to the Vicar 
himself." 

" I never supposed you had. But when 
young and fashionable men persist in fre- 
quenting one locality, the lookers- on will 
draw their inferenccs. We are not all earl's 
sons, remember, Eric ; and you dwell in the 
light of an unenviable notoriety." 

"Unenviable indeed, if even one's foot- 
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Steps are to be dogged! And fancy what 
my father would say, if such a rumour reached 
his ears !" 

"He would think nothing of it. Kein, 
He knows that you love him too well to 
dream of making a mesallianceJ" 

" Who talks of a mesalliance T' interposes 
the other, hurriedly. 

^' Myself alone. The Vicar's daughters, 
though exceedingly handsome and, no doubt, 
very amiable girls, are not in the position of 
life from which Lord Norham expects you to 
choose a wife. He thinks a great deal of 
you, Eric." 

" More's the pity ; he had much better 
build his hopes on Muiraven, or Cecil." 

" Oh ! Cecil will never marry. Young as 
he is, he is marked out for a bachelor. And 
as for Muiraven, he will, in all probability, 
have to sacrifice his private instincts to public 
interests. Besides," — in a lowered voice — 
" you should never forget that, were any- 
thing to happen to Muiraven, the hopes of 
the family would be set upon you." 
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" Don't talk such nonsense, Moxon. Mui- 
raven's life is worth ten of mine, thank God ! 
and Cecil and I mean to preserve our liberty 
intact, and leave marriage for the young and 
the gay : yourself />Är exempleJ' 

" Call a poor devil who has nothing but 
his own brains to look to for subsistence, 
young and gay ? My dear boy, you'll be a 
grandfather before I have succeeded in in- 
ducing any woman to accept my name and 
nothing a year." 

"Ugh!" — with a shudder — "what an 
awful prospect ! Td as soon hang myself." 

"Well, it needn't worry you just yet," 
says Moxon, with a laugh. " But I must 
not keep you any longer from your ride. 
Shall you be in your rooms to-morrow even- 
ing, Keir?" 

" Probably — that is, I will make a point 
of being there, if you will come and take 
supper with me. And bring over Summers 
and Charlton with you. And look here, 
Moxon, — stop this confounded rumour about 
me, at all hazards, for heaven's sake !" 
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" If there is no truth in it, why should 
you object to its circulation ?" inquires 
Moxon, bluntly. 

" There is no truth in it, I hardly know 
the man by sight, or his daughters ; but you 
are aware of my father's peculiarities, and 
how the least idea of such a thing would 
worry him." 

" We should have Lord Norham down 
here in no time, to find out the truth for 
himself. So it's lucky for you, old fellow," 
— observing Keir's knitted brows — " that 
there's nothing for him to find out." 

" Yes — of course ; but I hate everything 
in the shape of town-talk, true or other- 



wise." 



" There shall be no more, if I can prevent 
it, Keir. Good-bye!" 

"Good-bye, tili to-morrow evening; and 
don't be later than ten." 

He remains on the spot where Saville 
Moxon left him for a moment, and then 
turns himself, musingly, towards the court- 
yard of the inn again. 
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" What on earth can have put Fretterley 
into their heads," he ponders, " when I have 
been so scrupulously careful, that even the 
ostler at the village inn doesn't know me by 
my right name ? It's an awful nuisance, and 
will entail a move at the very time when I 
can least afFord. My usual luckf*' And, 
with a shrug of the Shoulders, Eric Keir 
re-enters the stable-yard. The man is still 
waiting there with his horse, and, when the 
gentleman is mounted, he touches his cap 
and asks when he may be expected to return. 

"Impossible to say," is the unsatisfactory 
rejoinder ; and in another minute Keir has 
driven his spurs into the animaFs side and is 
galloping, to make up for lost time, along 
the road which leads to Fretterley. 
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CHAPTER IL 

AS he rides hurriedly and carelessly along, 
his thoughts are conflicting and uneasy. 
His impulsive and unthinking nature has led 
him into the commission of an act which is 
more than rash — which is unpardonable, and 
of which he already bitterly repents ; and he 
sees the efFect of this youthful folly closing 
about him and hedging him in, and the 
trouble it will probably entail, stretching out 
over a long vista of coming years, to end 
perhaps only with his life. 

He knows that his father (a most loving 
and afFectionate father, of whom he has no 
fear beyond that begotten by the dread of 
wounding his afFection) cherishes high hopes 
for him and expects great things: greater 
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things than Eric thinks he has the power of 
performing. For Lord Muiraven, though 
a young man of steriing merit — " the dcarest 
fellow in the worid," as his brothers will 
inform you — is not clever: he knows it 
himself, and all his friends know it, and that 
Eric has the advantage over him, not only 
in personal appearance, but in brains. And 
though it would be too much to affirm that 
Lord Norham has ever wished his sons could 
change places, there is no doubt that, whilst 
he looks on Muiraven as the one who shall 
carry on his titles to a future generation, his 
pride is fixed on Eric ; and the ease with 
which this young fellow has disposed of his 
university examinations, and the passport 
into Society his agreeable manners have 
gained for him, are topics of unfailing 
interest to the Earl. 

And it is this knowledge, added to the 
remembrance of a motherless childhood 
sheltered by paternal care from every sorrow, 
that makes his own conduct smite so bitterlv 
on the heart of Eric Kein How coulJ he 
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have done it? Oh! what a fool — what an 
ungrateful, unpardonable fool he has made 
of himself ! And there is no way out of the 
evil : he has destroyed that which will not 
bear patching — his self-respect ! As the con- 
viction presses home to him, tears, which do 
him no dishonour, rise to his eyes, yet are 
forced back again, as though to weep had 
been a sin. How much the creatures sufFer 
who cannot, or who dare not, cry ! God 
gave ready tears to women, in consideration 
oftheir weakness — it is only strong hearts 
and stronger minds that can bear torture 
with dry eyes. 

But there is little trace of weakness left on 
the face of Eric Keir, as, after an hour's 
hard riding he draws rein before the village 
inn of Fretterley. The young coUegian seems 
well known there; for before he has had 
time to summon the ostler, the landlord 
himself appears at the front door, to ease 
him of his rein, and is shouting for some 
one to come and " 'old Mr. 'Amilton's 'orse" 
while he draws " Mr. 'Amilton's beer." 
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" Mr. 'Amilton" appears to respond but 
languidly to the exertions made on his be- 
half ; for he drinks the beer which is handed 
him, mechanically, and, without further 
comment, turns on his heel, much to the 
disappointment of the landlord, who has 
learned to look regularly for the ofFer of one 
of those choice cigars of which the young 
gentleman is usually so lavish. 

" Something up there, I bet," he remarks 
to the partner of his bosom ; " getting tired 
of her, I shouldn't wonder : they all does it, 
sooner or later. Men will be men." 

" Men will be men ! men will be bruteSy 
you mean !" she retorts in her shrill treble ; 
and, from the sound of her voice, the land- 
lord thinks it as well not to pursue the 
subject any further. 

Not afraid of her — oh, dear, no! What 
husband ever was afraid of anything so in- 
significant as the weaker vessel? — only — 
Well, landlord, have it thine own way; it 
does US no härm ! 

Meanwhile Eric Keir has walked beyond 
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the village, perhaps a quarter of a mile, to where 
a small farip cottage, surrounded by a garden 
of shrubs, Stands back from the highway. He 
pushes open the painted wicket with his foot, 
more impetuously than he need have done, 
and advances to the hall door. Before he can 
knock or ring, it is thrown open to him, 
and a woman flings herseif upon his neck. 

She is a girl still, though several years 
older than himself ; but a woman is in the 
glöw of youth at five-and -twenty : and this 
woman has not only youth but beauty. 

"I wish you would remember, Myra, 
that I am Standing at the front door, and 
reserve these demonstrations of afFection for 
a more private place. I have told you of it 
so often." 

He disengages her arms from his throat as 
he speaks, and her countenance lowers and 
changes. It is easy to see that she is quick 
to take ofFence, and that the repulse has 
wounded her. So they pass into the sitting- 
room in silence, and whilst Eric Keir, 
monarch of all he surveys, throws himself 
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into an easy chair, she Stands by the table, 
somewhat sulkily, waiting for him to make 
the next advances. 

"Is old Margery at home, Myra?" 

" I believe so/' 

"Teil her to bring me some claret. I 
seem to have swallowed all the dust between 
this and Oxford." 

She does his bidding, bringing his wine 
with her own hands, and when she has served 
him, she sits down by the window. 

" Come here, child," he says presently, in 
a patronizing yet authoritative voice that 
accords strangely with his boyish exterior. 
" What's the matter with you to-day ? why 
won't you speak to me ?" 

"Because you don't care to hear me 
speak," she answers in a low tone, füll of 
emotion, as she kneels beside his chair. She 
has large, lustrous, dark eyes, and soft 
brown hair that flows and curls about her 
neck,, and a pair of passionate red lips that 
are on a dangerous level with his own. 
What man could resist them ? But Eric Keir's 
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moustached mouth bends down to press her 
upturned forehead only. It is evident that 
she has lost her power to charm him. Yet 
his reply is not only patient, but kind. 

"What has put that nonsense into your 
head? Don't make more worries than you 
need, Myra: we have enough already, 
heaven knows !" 

" But why haven't you been to see me for 
so many days, then ? You don't know how 
long the time seems without you ! Are you 
getting tired of me, Eric ?" 

" Tireä /" — with a smile that is sadder 
than a sigh. " It is early days for you and 
me to talk of getting tired of each other, 
Myra. Haven't we made all kinds of vows 
to pass our lives together ?" 

"Then why have you been such a time 
away ?" 

"I have had business to detain me; it 
was impossible to come before." 

" What sort of business ?" 

"Engagements — at College and amongst 
my friends." 
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" Friends whom you love more than me !" 
she retorts quickly, her jealous disposition 
immediately on the qui vive. 

" It is not fair for you to say so, Myra. 
I can give you no greater proof of my at- 
tachment than I have already given." 

"Ah ! but I want more, Eric. I want to 
be with you always : to leave you neither 
day nor night : to have the right to share 
in your pleasures and your pains." 

He frowns visibly. 

"More pains than pleasures, as you 
would find, Myra. But it is impossible : I 
have told you so already ; the circumstances 
of the case forbid it." 

"How can I teil, when you are absent, 
if you are always thinking of me ? — if some 
other woman does not take my place in your 
heart?" 

"You must trust me, Myra. I am a 
gentleman, and I teil you, that it is not the 
case — that it never will be." 

" Ah ! but you cannot teil — you cannot 
teil!" And here she falls to weeping, and 
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buries her face upon the arm of his 
chair. 

"My poor girl !" says Keir, compas- 
sionately." 

He does not love her, that is to say, he 
does not love her as he thought he did three 
months ago, when he believed that he was 
doing a generous and chivalrous thing in 
raising her from her low estate to the position 
she now occupies, and swearing unalterable 
fidelity at her feet. But he feels the deepest 
pity, both for her and for himself — and 
he would wipe out the past with his blood, 
if it were possible. 

" My poor girl — my poor Myra !" strok- 
ing the luxuriant hair which is flung across 
his knee — " we have much to forgive each 
other ! Did ever man and woman drag each 
other more irreparably down than we have 
done ?" 

"You have ceased to love me — I know 
you have !" she continues through her tears. 

" Why should you torture me with such 
an accusation," he says, impatiently, as he 
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shakes himself free of the clinging arms, and, 
rising, walks to the window, " when I have 
already assured you that it is not true? 
What have I done to make you imagine I 
am changed ?" 

"You do not come to see me — you do 
not caress me — you do not even look at me 
as you used to do." 

" Good heavens ! for how long do yoü 
expect me to go on Mooking' — whatever 
that Operation may consist of ?" 

"Oh, Eric, you cannot deceive me: you 
know you are sorry that we ever met." 

Sorry — ay, God knows that he is sorry; 
but he will not teil her so. Yet neither will 
he fly to her embrace, as three months back 
he would have done, to assure her that she 
does his love a cruel wrong by the suspicion. 
He only Stands quietly by the open window, 
and taking a cigar from his case, lights it 
and commences smoking ; whilst she con- 
tinues to sob, in an angry, injured manner, 
by the armchair where he Jeft her. 

" Myra ! I have but a short time to stay 
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here to-day ; why shouldn't we pass it plea- 
santly together f Upon my word, if you go 
on like this every time we meet, you will 
make the place too hot to hold me. Come — 
dry your eyes, like a good girl, and teil me 
what you have been doing since I saw you 
last." 

She dashes away her tears, and rises from 
her kneeling posture ; but there is still a 
tone of suUenness or pride in the voice with 
which she answers him. 

"What should I have been doing, but 
waiting for your arrival ? I should have gone 
to Oxford, most probably, and tried to find 
your rooms, if you had not appeared this 
evening." 

"You had better not attempt that," he 
says decisively. 

" But you neglect me, Eric ; even old 
Margaret remarks it ; and the Vicar said — " 

"The Vicar !"—starting. "When did 
you See the Vicar ?" 

" The day before yesterday, when he called 
here." 



NO INTENTIONS. 29 



" Who let him in ?" 

"/did!"— rather defiantly. «Old Mar- 
garet was out." 

" And what communication passed between 
you ?" 

" He asked if my name was Mrs. Hamil- 
ton? — and I Said, ' Yes.' " 

"What on earth made you say so?" 

"Well — haven't you always called me 
Mrs. Hamilton ? Isn't it the name I go by 
in the village ?" 

" Not through my means, Myra. I have 
never mentioned you to anybody in Fret- 
terley or out of it. And pray, what had the 
Vicar to say to * Mrs. Hamilton ?' " 

" He asked if you were Mr. Hamilton : 
he has seen you riding through the village, 
and — " 

"Don't teil me that you connected our 
names together before him !" interrupts Keir, 
with a look of anger. 

" Well ! — what was I to say ?" 

" ff^hat were you to say ? You knew well 
enough what to say to get yourself or me out 
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of a scrape a few months back. But I see 
through your design, Myra — you want to 
force me to do that against which you know 
I am determined.'* 

" I cannot bear this continual Separation," 
she replies ; " it is killing me. I cannot live 
without you." 

" Listen to me, Myra," he says, approach- 
ing closer to enforce his argument. " You 
say you cannot bear this Separation ; but if 
you attempt to eUide it by any devices of 
your own, you shall never see me again. 
You cannot say that I have deceived you : 
you threw in your lot with mine of your free 
consent ; more than that — you urged me to 
the Step which has brought, Grod knows, its 
retribution with it. But if you make our 
Position public, you will do me an irreme- 
diable wrong, and injure your own cause. 
So I warn you !" 

« Of what ?" 

" That suspicion has already fallen upon 
me for being foolish enough to visit you so 
openly; so much so, that I had decided, 
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before Coming here to-day, to move yx)u as 
soon as possible from Fretterley ; and if the 
rumour is not stopped by that means, I shall 
go away tili it is forgotten." 

Where?" sheinquires, breathlessly. 
In the country, or abroad; — any where 
to baulk the gossips." 

" And without me, Eric ?" 

" Without you ? Of course. What good 
would it do if I took you with me ? Why, 
if the least hint of such a thing were to reach 
my father's ears, he would ask me all about 
it, and I should teil him the truth. I have 
never told him any thing but the truth," adds 
the young fellow, simply ; " and I believe it 
would kill him." 

" And you would give me up for your 
father?" she says, quickly. 

"A thousand times over! My father is 
everything in the world to me ; and I can't 
think how I ever could have permitted myself 
to do that which would so much grieve him." 

A dark flush overspreads her handsome 
features as she hears the unpalatable truth. 
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and her füll breast heaves and her lips tremble 
with the deep pain it causes her. She is 
passing through the greatest agony a woman 
is capable of feeling : Coming gradually, but 
surely, to the conviction that her reign is 
passed, her empire overthrown — that she has 
lost her place in her lover's heart. 

And she loves him so passionately : she 
has always cared for him far more than he 
has done for her, and his increasing coldness 
drives her mad. 

**You Said that I was everything in the 
World to you, three months ago," she answers, 
with set teetL 

" I know I did ; and at the time I believed 
it to be true. But I have told you, Myra, 
what a proud, high family mine is, and how 
seldom their escutcheon has been tamished 
with dishonour. And — forgive me for say- 
ing so — I know it is my own fault, but I 
cannot help being conscious of the fact that 
I have tamished it now. And my poor father 
thinks so much — too much— of me; I feel 
as though I should never be able to look him 
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in the face again." And with that, Eric 
Keir buries his face in his hands. 

She taps the floor impatiently with her foot. 
You are ashamed of me, Eric." 
I am bitterly ashamed of myself and of 
all that has passed between us." 

" It would have been better if we had never 
met." 

" Far better — both for you and for myself. 
Who could think otherwise.'^" 

" It would be better, perhaps, if I were 
dead." 

" It would be better if we were both dead/* 
he exclaims bitterly ; " or had died before we 
saw each other. Oh, Myra — Myra ! why 
will you wring such cruel truths from my 
mouth ? you have been the death of all good 
things in me." 

He lifts his face to hers, and she is shocked 
to see the pain pourtrayed there. She is an 
illiterate, low-born woman, with nothing to 
recommend her beyond her beauty and her 
fierce love for him, which, yet, is like the love 
of an unreasoning animal, overpowering when 
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encouraged, but apt to turn the first time it 
is thwarted. But she has one indomitable 
passion — pride, and it is stirring and working 
in her now. 

" Would you be happy if you could undo 
the past?" she says in a low voice; " if there 
had been no such person as me in the world, 
and yoii had never fancied that you loved 
me?" 

" Happy r he answers, with a sad laugh. 
" I should be happy if I could wipe out the 
remembrance with my blood : if I could go 
about the world with a free conscience at the 
expense of everything that I possess. But 
come, Myra, let us talk no n;ore of impossi- 
bilities. The past is past, my child, and no- 
thing you or I can say will ever undo it. 
Let US think of the present. It is necessary 
you should leave Fretterley; — where would 
you like to go ?" 

"I don't care. You may choose for me?" 

" Very well, then ; I will think the matter 
over, and let you know. I shan't be able to 
come here to-mprrow, as I have an engage- 
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ment in the town ; but the day. after you may 
depend on seeing me. Do you want any 
money ?" taking out his purse. 

But she shrinks from the note he ofFers her 
as though it had been a serpent. 

" No — no ! I am not in want of it : I have 
plenty to serve my need." 

" All the better for me," he says, laughing. 
He has recovered his spirits again ; clouds 
are not long in passing with the young. 

"Well — good-bye," he continues, as he 
takes the girl ifi his arms and kisses her, in 
a fraternal manner, on the cheek. " It's a 
shame of me to have made those pretty eyes 
so red ! Don't think twice of what I have 
Said, Myra; you urged me on to it with your 
cross-questioning, and you know I lament 
this business for both our sakes ; but the dark 
mood will be gone to-morrow. It's nothing 
unusual, after three months of honeymoon, 
my dear." 

She clings to him frantically close, but she 
says nothing. 

Why, won't you say good-bye? Then 
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I must go without it, for I have no more 
time to lose." 

He is moving towards the door, when she 
flies after him, and almost stifles him in her 
embrace. 

"Oh! good-bye, my love! — my darling! 
— my own, own, dearest love !" 

She showers kisses, almost roughly on his 
mouth, his eyes, his brow : kisses which he 
accepts rather philosophically than otherwise, 
and from which he frees himself with a sigh 
of relief. 

Alas ! for the love of one-and-twenty, when 
it begins to temper its enthusiasm with philo- 
sophy ! 

As, with a cheerful nod, he turns out of the 
wicket gate, the woman Stands gazing after 
him as though she had been turned to stone ; 
and when he has finally disappeared, she gropes 
her way back to the sitting-room, and casts 
herseif headlong on the floor. 

" Gone — gone !" she moans ; " all gone, 
and my life gone with it ! Oh ! I wish that 
I was dead — I wish that I was buried — I wish 
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that I could neither feel nor think — I am no- 
thing to him now '• 

She lies there for, perhaps, an hour, sobbing 
and moaning to herseif; and is only roused 
by the entrance of the old woman she calls 
Margaret, with the preparations for her tea, 
and whose grünt at perceiving her attitude, 
is half of compassion and half of contempt. 

" Lord ha' mussy !" she exclaims, " and 
whatever are you a lying on the boards for?" 

This woman, who is clothed and kept like 
one of gentle birth, and by whom she is fed 
and paid her wages, is yet not addressed by 
Margaret in terms befitting a servant to use 
towards her mistress. The poor are ever 
keenest at detecting a would-be lady from a 
real one. 

The familiär tone afFronts Myra ; she reads 
in it, not sympathy, but rebellion against her 
new-born dignity, and she rises and sweeps 
out of the room, without deigning to notice 
the presence of her factotum. 

But the bed-room is solitary and füll of 
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sad remembrance, and in a few minutes she 
emerges from it, dressed for Walking, and 
saunters in the garden. 

It is a queer little nest that Eric Keir has 
chosen for her, having been originally intended 
for the gamekeeper's cottage on an estate 
which has long since been parted with, acre by 
acre, and its very name sunk in the obscurity of 
three or four small farms ; so that the cottage 
Stands alone in the midst of wheat and barley- 
fields; and it is through one of these, where 
the grain, young, and green, and tender, and 
not higher than a two-years' child, Springs up 
oll each side of her, that Myra, still burning 
as under the sense of a deep outrage, takes 
her way. A resolution has been growing up 
in her heart during the last hour which, be- 
twixt pride and stubbornness, it will not 
easily relinquish — the resolution to part with 
Eric Keir. 

It wrenches her very soul even to think of 
such a thing, and as she resolves impossible 
ways and means for its accomplishment, her 
breath is hardly drawn ; but she has a will of 
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iron, and he has wounded her in her most 
vulnerable part. As she paces slowly up 
and down the narrow field-path, the jealous, 
angry tears scarce dried upon her cheeks, she 
hears a rustle in the corn behind her, and 
the next moment some one touches her upon 
the Shoulder. 

Myra is not chicken-hearted, but she is 
quick to resent an insult. 

" How dare you ?" she commences, angrily ; 
but as she turns and faces the intruder, her 
tone is changed to one of consternation. 

" Lord above !" she continues faintly. 
" How did you ever find me, Joel?" 

She is so taken by surprise that she has 
turned quite pale, and the hand she ofFers 
him is fluttering like a bird. 

" Find you !" exclaims the new-comer 
(who, it may be as well at once to State, 
Stands in the relationship of cousin to her), 
" I would have found you, Myra, if you had 
been at the furthest end of the whole 
World." 

" Aunt's not here, is she?" inquires Myra, 
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with the quick fear that a woman in her equi- 
vocal Position has of encountering the re- 
proaches of one of her own sex ; " you're 
sure you're alone, Joel ?" 

" Tm all alone, Myra. Mother has enough 
to do to get her living, without Coming all 
the way from Leicestershire to look after 
you. But I couldn't rest tili Td seen you : I 
couldn't believe what IVe heard, except from 
your own lips. You've most broke my heart, 
Myra." 

He is an uncouth, countryfied-looking fel- 
low, without any beauty, except such as is con- 
veyed by his love and his sorrow ; but as he 
Stands there, sheepishly enough, looking down 
upon the hand he still holds between his own, 
he commands all the respect due to the man 
who has done nothing for which he need 
blush. 

His earnestness seems to touch the girl, 
for she is silent and hangs down her head. 

" When we heard that you had left the 
Situation in the hotel where father placed you, 
and without a word of warning, we couldn't 
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credit it. But some words as the master 
wrote to mother made us think as all wasn't 
right with you ; and when weeks and months 
went by and we didn't hear nothing, I began 
to fear it was true. So I travelled up from 
home, little by little, doing a job here and a 
Job there, tili I got to Oxford, and could 
speak with the master myself ; and though 
he couldn't satisfy me as to your whereabouts, 
I came to it by constant inquiry, and reached 
Fretterley last night. And now, Myra, come 
home with me. I don't want to make no 
words about it ; I don't want to hear nothing 
of what youVe been doing — 'twould only cut 
me up — but say you'll come back to the old 
place in Leicestershire, and then I shan't think 
my journey's been took in vain." 

He looks her in the eyes as he concludes, 
and she, unable to stand his scrutiny, drops 
her head upon his rough velveteen Shoulder, 
and begins to cry. 

" Oh, Joel ! if I could only teil you." 
" Teil me, my poor lass ! where's the use 
of your telling me : can't I read the signs you 
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carry about you ? What's the meaning of a 
purple silk gown with lace fripperies upon 
your back, and a pair of gold drops in your 
ears, if it don't mean shame f' 

" No ! no ! not that !" she cries, recoiling 
from him. 

" I shall think less of you, Myra, if you 
call it by any other name. But the old home's 
open to you, my dear, all the same — open to 
receive and shelter you whenever you choose 
to come back to it, though you can't never 
bring the joy back to it now that I once 
thought you would." 

The old home ! How little she has thought 
of it of late ! yet she can see it in her mind's 
eye, as she Stands pondering his words. It 
was not a particularly happy home to her : 
the homes of the poor seldom are. She- had 
known hunger, and thirst, and cold, and occa- 
sionally the sound of harsh words within its 
limits, yet the memory of the duU life she 
led there seems very peaceful now, compared 
to the excited and stormy scenes through 
which she has passed since leaving it. 
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The old home ! It was not a paradise, but 
it was more like home to the low-born girl 
than daily association with a companion who 
is as far above her in birth as in intellect, and 
has grown but too conscious of the gulf that 
lies between them. 

Joel Cray takes her fit of musing for hesi- 
tation, and recommences his persuasion. 

"I daresay he, whoever he may be — for I 
know there's a man at the bottom of all this, 
Myra (curse him)," he adds par parenthese 
— " I daresay he does all he can to persuade 
you that he loves you better than himself, and 
will be constant to you tili death, but " 

" He does not/' she interrupts eagerly, in 
defence of the absent. 

" What !" replies Joel, lost in astonish- 
ment, " he's sick of you already ! He steals 
you away from an honest family and an 
honest employment to make a " 

" Stop !" cries Myra, in a voice of authority. 

" What am I to stop for?" 

" You shall not call me by that name : it 
is a lie." 
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" I wish to God you could prove it, Myra. 
What are you, then — his wife T' 

" Of whom are you talking?" with pas- 
sionate confusion. " How do you know that 
there is any one ? What right have you to 
come and bully me in this manner ?" 

" Myra ! we were brought up together 
from little children; my mother was like 
your mother, and my home was your home ; 
and long before you saw this chap, you knew 
that I loved you and looked to wed you when 
the proper time came — that's my right ! And 
now, as we stand in God's sight together, teil 
me the truth. Are you married to the man, 
or are you not?" 

At this point-blank question, she trembles, 
and grows red and white by turns, shrinking 
from the stern glance he fixes on her. 

" Joel ! don't look at me after that fashion, 
for I can't bear it ! O, Joel ! you used to 
love me. Take me back to aunt, and the old 
place, and the children, for there's no one 
wants me here." 

" My poor lass ! is it really as bad as that 
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— only three months and tired of you already ? 
Well, well ! you'd better have taken me, per- 
haps, after all — you've made a sorry bargain, 
Myra/' 

" O, Joel ! I love him — I love him beyond 
everything in the world. He is so clever, 
and so handsome, and so good to me. But 
I ain't fit for such as he is ; I feel it at every 
turn. I can't talk, nor behave, nor look as 
he would wish me to do, and " — in a lower 
voice — " he is ashamed of me, Joel." 

Poor Joel has been silently writhing under 
the mention of his rival's attributes, but the 
last clause is too much for him. 

" Ashamed of you ! the d — d villain ! he 
ain't worthy to touch you. Oh, how I wish 
I had my fingers this moment at his wizen !" 

" Hush, Joel ! don't say such awful things, 
but — but," with a choking sob, "I'm no- 
thing but a worry to him now: he wishes 
we had never met : he wishes I was dead, and 
he was rid of me." 

" Will you come home with me, or will 
you not?" shouts Joel, whose patience is 
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thoroughly exhausted. " If you stand there, 
Myra, a telling me any more of his insults, I 
swear Fll hunt him down like a dog, and set 
fire to every stick and stone that he possesses. 
Ah ! you think, perhaps, that I don't 
know his name, and so he's safe from me ; 
but its 'Amilton — there's for you — and if 
you disappoint me, TU soon be upon his 
track." 

** O, Joel ! don't be hard on me : you 
can't teil how I feel the parting with him." 

She turns her Streaming eyes upon the 
cottage, whilst he, unable to bear the sight of 
her distress, paces up and down uneasily. 

" Then you mean to come back with me, 
Myra ?" 

" Yes — yes — to-morrow." 

" To-morroV you'U have changed your 
mind." 

"What will there be to change it?" she 
answers, passionately. " How can anything 
undo his words ? He says I have been the 
death of all good things in him : that if it 
was possible he would wipe out even the 
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memory of me with his blood ; with his blood, 
Joel, think ofthat!" 

" Well, them's Insults, whatever they may 
mean, that youVe no right to look over, 
Myra ; and if you won't settle 'em, I shall." 

" You would not härm him, Joel !" fear- 
fully. 

" rd break every bone in his body, if I'd 
the Chance to, and grateful for it. But if 
you'll promise to give him up without any 
more to do, and come back home with me, 
rU leave him to Providence. He'U catch it 
in the next worJd, if not in this." 

" I have promised — I will do it — only give 
me one more night in the place where I have 
been so happy." 

He is not very willing to grant her this 
indulgence, but she exacts it from him, so 
that he is obliged to let her have her way, 
and passes the next twelve hours in a State 
of uninterrupted fear, lest he should appear 
to interpose his authority, or, after a night's 
reflection, she should play him false, and 
decide to remain where she is. 
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But Joel Cray need not have been afraid. 

Myra spends the time indeed no less per- 
plexedly than he does ; but those who knew 
her innate pride and seifwill would have had 
no difficulty in guessing that it would come 
oflFconqueror at last. 

" He would give me up a thousand tiroes 
over for his father^^ she keeps on repeating, 
when she finds her strength is on the point to 
fail ; " he said so, and he means it, and sooner 
or later it would be my fate. And I will not 
stay to be given up : I will go before he has 
the chance to desert me. I will not be told 
again that I tamish his honour, and that we 
had better both be dead than I live to dis- 
grace him. 

" I cannot bear it. I love him too much 
to be able to bear it. Perhaps, when he hears 
that I am gone, and comes to miss me (I am 
sure that he will miss me), he may be sorry for 
the cruel things he said, and travel England 
over tili he finds me, and asks me to come 
back to him again." 

The soft gleam which her dark eyes assume 
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as the thought strikes her, is soon chased away 
by the old sore memory. 

" But he will never come ; he only longs 
to be quit of me that he may walk with a 
free conscience through the world, and I am 
the stumbling-block in his way. O ! he shall 
never say so again : he shall know what it is 
to be free: he shall never have the oppor- 
tunity to say such bitter truths to me again." 

And so, with the morning light, the impe- 
tuous, unreasoning creature, without leaving 
sign or trace behind her to mark which way 
she goes, resigns herseif into the hands of 
Joel Cray, and flies from Fretterley. 
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CHAPTER III. 

WHEN, according to promise, Eric 
Keir pays another visit to the game- 
keeper's cottage, there is only old Margaret 
to open the door and stare at him as though 
she had been bewitched, 

" Where is your mistress ?" he says, curtly : 
the expression of old women's faces not pos- 
sessing much interest for him. 
" Lor, Sir ! she's gone." 
" Gone ! where — into the village ?" 
"O! deary me! I knows nothing about 
it: she never spoke to me. How could I 
teil but what she'd left by your Orders ?" 

" What do you mean ? Has Mrs. Hamil- 
ton left Fretterley ?" 
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" Yes, Sir — I suppose so. I haven't seen 
nothing of her since yesterday morning." 

"Impossible ! — without leaving a note or 
any explanation ?" 

"I don't know if you'U find a note amongst 
her things, Sir ! they're just as she left em : 
I haven't touched nothing ; I knows my 
place better; and Fd rather you'd find out 
the truth for yourself, though I has my 
suspizzions, of course, which we're all liable 
to, rieh and poor alike. But I haven't wor- 
ried neither, knowing there's no call to fear 
but what my wages will be all right with an 
honourable gentleman like yourself." 

He makes no efFort to restrain her cackle, 
but passes through the door she has thrown 
open in silence, and enters the deserted sitting- 
room. He does not know if he is awake or 
asleep : he feels as if he were moving in a 
dream. 

Gone ! Left him ! without the intention of 
returning ! It is impossible ; she must mean 
to come back again : she is playing a foolish 
trick, in hopes of frightening him into com- 
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pliance with that which she has so often asked, 
and he refused. But neither in bed or sitting- 
room can Eric Keir discover the least indication 
that Myra's absence is to be a temporary one, 
nor a written line of threatening or farcwell. 
On the contrary, she has taken all the simplest 
articles of her attire with her, and left behind, 
strewn on the floor in proud neglect, the 
richer things with which he has provided her. 
Weary, and utterly at a loss to account for 
this freak on the part of one who has appeared 
so entirely devoted to himself, Eric returns 
to the lower room, and summons old Mar- 
garet to his side. 

^* I can find nothing to account for Mrs. 
Hamilton's departure. What do you mean 
by having your suspicions?" he inquires in a 
determincd voice. 

" Well, Sir — deary me ! don't take ofFence 
at what I say ; but truth is truth, and your 
lady didn't leave this house alone, as my own 
eyes is witness to." 

His face flushes, and as he puts the next 
question he shades it with his band. 



NO INTENTIONS. 53 

" Who did she leave it with, then ? Speak 
out, woman, and don't keep me waiting here 
for ever !" 

" O lor, Sir ! don't take on so, there's a 
dear gentleman. I can't rightly teil you, Sir, 
never having seen the young man before ; 
but he was hanging about here the evening 
you left, and talking with your lady in the 
field, and he fetched away her box with his 
own *ands, yesterday morning, as I watched 
*im from the kitchen winder. A country- 
looking young man he was, but not ill 
favoured ; and as they walked ofF together I 
See him kiss the mistress's cheek, that I did, 
if my tongue was to be cut out, for saying 
so, the very next minute." 

" There — there ! that will do ; go to your 
work, and hold your tongue, if such a thing 
is possible to you. You will remain on here, 
and when I have decided what is to be done 
with these things, I will let you know." 

And so saying, Eric Keir strides from the 
house again, mounts his horse, and re-takes 
his way to Oxford. 
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A young man, country-looking, but not 
ill favoured ; some one of the friends from 
whom he has alienated her, perhaps. Certainly 
a person of her own class, and to whom she 
returns in preference to himself. 

How could he have ever been such a fool 
as to suppose that a woman taken from her 
Station in life, accustomed to, and probably 
flattered by, the attentions of clodhoppers 
and tradesmen, could appreciate the niceties 
of such a sacred thing as honour, or the 
afFection of an elevated and intellectual mind. 
So he says, in his first frenzy of wrath and 
jealousy and shame, but so does he not 
entirely believe, The old woman's gossip 
has left a miserable doubt to rankle in his 
heart ; but has not accomplished the death of 
his trust in the girl who has left him, and 
whom, though he has ceased to love, he feels 
bound to search after, and succour and pro- 
tect. He makes all the investigations that 
are possible without betraying his secret to 
the World ; but private inquiries and carefully- 
worded newspaper advertisements prove alike 
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futile, and from the day on which she fled 
from Fretterley the fate of Myra to Eric Keir 
is wrapt in dark uncertainty. 

This abrupt and mysterious termination to 
a love-dream which he had once believed to 
be the keystone of his life has a great eflfect 
upon the bodily and mental health of Eric 
Keir. He becomes morose, absorbed, and 
melancholy; relinquishes the pursuits of 
which he had been most fond, and avoids 
the Society of his friends. His altered beha- 
viour excites much College talk, and all his 
former companions, save one, are fuU of 
conjecture as to the cause of it. That one is 
Saville Moxon, who alone believes he knows 
the reason of the change. He thinks that 
Eric Keir (notwithstanding his protestations 
to the contrary) has really been smitten, or 
at least on the high road to being smitten, by 
the charms of one or other of the pretty 
daughters of the Vicar of Fretterley ; has given 
up the pursuit at the expostulation of his 
friend, and is sufFering, by a very natural 
reaction, for his voluntary sacrifice. Saville 
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Moxoti knows as much about it as any of 
the others. 

After a month of silence and suspense, 
during which, stränge to say, Eric Keir, in 
all his misery, finds a sense of relief at not 
being obliged to pay those secret visits to 
Fretterley, old Margaret is dismissed, the 
cottage given up, and its Contents scattered 
by the hammer, but the memory of the days 
he has spent there does not pass so easily 
from the young man's mind. Rather it takes 
root and poisons his existence, like an un- 
extracted barb, so that he looks five years 
older in as many months^ and loses all the 
efFervescence and hilarity of youth. 

His brother and his friends persuade him, 
after all, to join their Walking tour in Brittany, 
and when it is accomplished, Lord Muiraven 
and the Moxons return to England by them- 
selves, having left Eric on the Continent 

" The boy has grown too fast and studied 
too hard," says Lord Norham, in answer to 
the inquiries of anxious relatives ; " and a 
little relaxation will do him all the good in 
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the World. I expect great things of Eric — 
great things — but I cannot permit his health 
to be sacrificed to my ambition." In con- 
sequence of which, the Honourable Eric 
Hamilton Keir is lost to his mother country 
for two eventful years. Could he but have 
guessed how eventful ! 
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CHAPTER IV. 

AT the expiration of that period we 
meet him again at a private ball in 
London. 

It is the height of the season ; the weather 
is warm, the room crowded, and every one 
not occupied in dancing attempts to find a 
refuge on the landing, or the stairs. 

At the sides of the open door lean two 
young men, gazing into the ball-room, and 
passing their remarks on those they see there. 

" Who is the girl that Keir's dancing with ?" 

"Keir! Whereishe?" 

" Coming down the left-hand side ; the 
girl in black and gold." 
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" Why, Miss St. John, of course !" 

*^ And why of course ? Who may Miss St. 
John be ?" 

" My dear Orme, if you're so lamentably 
Ignorant, pray speak a little lower. Not to 
know Miss St John augurs yourself un-, 
known." 

" Indeed ! Well, she's uncommonly hand- 
some. I should have no objection to number 
her amongst my acquaintances." 

" I should think not ; she's the belle of 
the season, and only daughter of old St. 
John the banker, deceased." 
Got any money?" 

Lots, I believe — any way, her face is a 
fortune in itself. It ought to command a 
Coronet, as faces go nowadays." 

" And Keir, I suppose, is first in the field ? 
Well! I am of a self-sacrificing disposition, 
and wish him good luck." 

"He would not thank you for it: he is 
sublimely indifferent to everything of the 
sort." 

"It does not look like it: I have seen 
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them dancing together several times this 
evening." 

" Ah ! that they always do ! and I believe 
he is a constant visitor at the house. But 
if the St. John cherishes any fond hopes in 
consequence, I should advise her to relin- 
quish them. Keir is not a marrying man." 

^^It's early in the day to arrive at that 
conclusion." 

" My dear fellow ! he makes no secret of 
his opinions — nor of his flirtations, for the 
matter of that, If he has one afFair on 
hand, he has a dozen, and should Miss St. 
John discard him to-morrow morning, he 
would replace her in the afternoon.'* 

" You are not giving your friend a very 
enviable character," remarks Mr. Orme, who 
is a young man of a moral and sententious 
turn of mind, and takes everything au grand 
serieux. 

" Can't possibly give him what he hasn't 
got," replies the other, laughing; "and he 
would be the first to teil you so. Keir's an 
excellent fellow with men, and a general 
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favourite ; but he is certainly heartless where 
women are concerned, or callous. I hardly 
know which to call it. He has been terribly 
spoilt, you See, both at home and abroad ; 
he will view life and its responsibilities with 
clearer eyes ten years hence." * 

There is a general crush round the door- 
way, and the conversation of the young men 
has been overheard by many, but to one 
listener only has it proved of engrossing in- 
terest. That one is Mrs. St. John, the 
widowed mother of the girl so freely spoken 
of. 

Wedged in upon the landing, and forced 
to listen to the discussion against her will, 
she has drunk in with burning cheeks the 
truths so likely to afFect her daughter's hap- 
piness ; and, as soon as she finds it practicable, 
she creeps to a corner of the ball-room, 
whence she can watch the conduct of Irene 
and Mr. Keir, and feverishly determines 
what course of action she is bound, in her 
capacity of guardian, to pursue respectijig 
them. 
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Meanwhile the galop has ended, and Eric 
Keir leads his partner into an adjoining con- 
servatory, which has been kept dim and cool 
and provided with couches for the rest and 
refreshment of the dancers. 

There, whilst Irene St. John, flushed and 
excited, throws herseif upon a sofa, he leans 
against the back of a chair opposite and 
steadfastly regards her. 

" I am afraid I have quite tired you, Miss 
St. John; that last galop was a very long 
one." 

Eric Keir is greatly altered since the days 
when he paid those secret visits to Fretterley. 
Travel and time, and something more power- 
ful than either, have traced lines across his 
forehead and made his face sharper than it 
should be at four-and-twenty. But he is 
very handsome — handsome with the heredi- 
tary beauty of the family ; the large sleepy, 
violet eyes and dark hair, and well-cut, noble 
features which the Norhams have possessed 
for centuries — of which the present Lord 
Norham is so proud ; and the more so be- 
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cause they seem, in this instance, to have 
skipped over the heir to bestow themselves 
upon his younger brother. 

And this handsome head is not set, as is 
too often the case, on an indifferent figure, 
but is carried upright and statelily, as such a 
noble head should be. At least, so thinks 
Irene St. John, if no other. 

" I am not so tired of dancing, as of at- 
tempting to dance/' she says, in answer to 
his remark, " How cool and refreshing this 
little nook seems, after the crush and heat of 
the ball-room. Rest and quiet are worth all 
the flare and tumult öf society, if one could 
believe it." 

" That is just what I was going to observe : 
you have taken the words out of my mouth," 
says Eric Keir. " The pleasure of a few 
words exchanged with you alone, outweighs 
all the attractions of an evening's dancing." 

" I did not expect to hear you say so," 
murmurs Miss St. John, with downcast eyes. 

" Why not ? Is the sentiment too high to 
come from a worldling's lips ?" 
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" It is most likely to proceed from the lips 
of those who have encountered something to 
disgust them with the world. I hoped that 
your life had been all brightness, Mr. Keir." 

*^It is too good of you even to have 
hoped. But why should I be exempt from 
that of which, by your own argument, you 
must have had experience ?" 

" Ah ! women are more liable to suiFering, 
or they feel it more acutely — don't you think 
so? My poor father! it seems so short a 
time since he was here. Did I foUow my 
own inclinations, I should not be mixing in 
the World, even now ; and I often wish I 
had been firmer in Standing out against the 
wishes of others." 

"Don't say that," is the low-voiced re- 
joinder ; " had you refused to enter society, 
we might not have met ! and I was just be- 
ginning to be presumptuous enough to hope 
that our friendship possessed some interest 
for you." 

"And so it does, Mr. Keir; pray don't 
think otherwise," with a hot, bright blush ; 
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"a few words of common sense are the only 
things which make such a scene tolerable to 
me." 

" Or to myself," he answers, as he takes 
a seat beside her; "we think and feel to- 
gether, Miss St. John ; the sympathy, in 
fact, which appears to animate us, is a 
source of unceasing gratification to me." 

She does not answer him ; but the strains 
of the * Blue Danube' waltz come floating in 
from the adjacent ball-room, and mingle 
with his words. 

" I suppose the world considers me a 
happy man," he continues, presently. " I 
daresay that even my own people think the 
same, and will continue to do so to the end 
— what then ? it makes no difFerence to 



me.'' 



How quick a woman's sympathy catches 
light when it is appealed to on behalf of a 
man's sufFering. She seems to think it so 
much harder that the rougher sex should 
encounter trouble than her patient seif! 
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Irene's eyes are füll of tender, silent question- 
ing. 

*^And you are not, then, happy?" they 
inquire. 

Can you ask the question ?" his reply. 
You must have guessed my secret," his 
tongue says; "you are not an ordinary 
woman ; you look below the surfacj^." 

" I confess that I have sometimes 
thought " 

" Of course you have/' he Interrupts her, 
eagerly. " I have had trouble enough, God 
knows, and it will end only wlth my life." 

" Oh, Mr. Keir ! you are too young to 
say that." 

" I am too old to think otherwise," he re- 

joins, moodily; "your trouble was not of 
your own seeking, Miss St. John — mine is ; 
that makes all the difFerence." 

" It makes it harder to forget, perhaps," she 
answers, " but not impossible. And you have 
so much to make life pleasant to you — so 
niany friends " 

" Friends ! what do I care for them, ex- 



NO INTENTIONS. 67 

cepting one. Oh, Miss St. John ! if you will 
not think me too bold in saying so, it is only 
since I met you that I have feit as if I really 
had a friend. The few months we have 
known each other seem like years in retro- 
spection, though they have flown like days in 
making your acquaintance." 

** We have seen so much of one another in 
the time/' she murmurs, softly. 

" Yes ! and learnt more. Sometimes I can 
scarcely believe but that I have known you 
all my life. To feel you really were my 
friend would be to experience the greatest 
pleasure that this world still holds for me." 

" Why should you not feel so ?" 

The sweet strains of the " Blue Danube " 
are being repeated again and again, but above 
the loudest of them she hears the fluttering 
of her own heart as she puts the question. 

" May I ?" laying his hand upon the one 
which lies upon her lap : " is it possible that 
you can take sufficient interest in such an in- 
significant person as myself as to promisc to 
befriend him ? Do you know all that is impli- 
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cated in that promise — the long account of 
follies and short-comings you will have to listen 
to, the many occasions on which you will be 
asked for counsel or advice, the numerous 
times that you will feel utterly tired of or 
impatient with me ?" 

" I am not afraid of that, Mr. Kein" 

" Why do you call me, Mr. Keir ? Can 
we be real friends while we address each other 
so formally ! Surely you are above all such 
prudery, or I am mistaken in your character." 

" I am not a prüde, or I think so ; yet the 
name by which I call you can make no dif- 
ference in my friendship." 

" But cannot you guess that I am longing 
to have the right to speak to you familiarly ? 
Irene — it fits you perfectly. I never knew 
an Irene in my life before, yet I could not 
fancy you by any other name, for I leamed 
to love its sound long before I had the hardi- 
hood to hope that its possessor would admit 
me to her intimacy. I shall be very jealous 
of your friendship, Irene." 

"But why should you be jealous?" she 
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demands, in a low voice. Her speaking eyes 
are cast upon the ground. He can only see 
the long dark lashes that lie upon her cheeks, 
and the golden glory of her head, whilst the 
sweet soft notes of the music still steal in 
to fill up the broken pauses of the conversa- 
tion. 

" Because it is a sacred bond between us 
which no third person must intrude upon ; 
and if it is a secret, so much the better ; it 
will be so sweet to feel that we have anything 
in common. But if you admit another to 
your friendship, Irene — if I hear any man 
daring to call you by your Christian name ; 
if I see that you have other confidants whom 
you trust as much or more than myself, I — 
I — " waxing fierce over the supposition — 
" I don't know what I should do !" 

His violence amuses her. 

" You need not be afraid — indeed, you 
need not ; no one of my acquaintance would 
presume to act in the manner you describe." 

" Then I am the first, Irene ?" 

" Quite the first." 
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" So much the happier for me ! But I 
wonder — I wonder " 

"What?" 

" Whether you can be content with such a 
friendship as I ofFer you ; whether it will be 
sufficient for your happiness." 

" How exigeante you must consider me !" 

"Not so; it is I that deserve the name. 
Yet if— if, when we have grown necessary 
to each other — or, rather, when you have 
grown necessary to me — you should see some 
one whom you prefer — some one more attrac- 
tive — more desirable than myself, and desert 
me in consequence, marry him, in fact, what 
shallldo?" 

She is about indignantly to disclaim the 
possibility of such a thing, when she is in- 
terrupted by the entrance of her mother. 

" Irene ! what are you thinking of ? Cap- 
tain Clevedon has been looking for you the 
last half-hour. You know you were engaged 
to him for this waltz." 

The voice of Mrs. St. John, usually so 
sweet and low, especially when she is speaking 
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to her daughter, has become too highly 
pitched in her anxiety, and sounds discor- 
dant. As she hears it, Irene, blushing all 
over, rises quickly from her seat. 

" Have I been here long, mother ? I have 
been talking, and did not think of it." 

" Then you should think of it," retorts 
Mrs. St. John ; " or Mr. Keir " — with a dart 
of indignation in his direction — " should think 
of it for you. It is not customary with you 
to ofFend your partners, Irene." 

" Is Captain Clevedon ofFended ? I am so 
sorry. Take me to him, mother, and I will 
make the amende honorabley 

" I don't think you will have the oppor- 
tunity. I believe he has gone home, where, 
indeed, it is high time we went also. Come, 
Irene !" 

" I am ready, mother ! Mr. Keir ofFers you 
his arm. No!" — as Eric Keir extends the 
other for her benefit — "take care of mamma, 
and I will follow, thank you." 

So they pass through the ball-room and 
descend the staircase, Mrs. St. John in dignified 
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silence, and the young people with some 
amount of trepidarion. Yet, as he puts Irene 
into the carriage, Eric Keir summons up suffi- 
cient courage to say — 

" Shall I find you at home to-morrow after- 
noon, Miss St. John ?" 

She is about to answer timidly that she is 
not sure, when she is again interrupted by 
her mother. 

" Yes, we shall be at home, and glad to 
see you, Mr. Keir;" at which unexpected 
rejoiner, Mr. Keir expresses his grateful 
thanks, and Irene, clasping Mrs. St. John's 
hand between both her own, lies back upon 
the cushions, and indulges in a rose-coloured 
dream of Coming happiness. 





CHAPTER V. 

AT an early hour on the following after- 
noon, Eric Keir's horse Stands at the 
door of Mrs. St. John's house in Brook Street. 
He enters hurriedly, with a bright look of 
expectation on his countenance, and without 
ceremony, turns into a sitting-room on the 
ground floor. 

The servant who admitted him has scarcely 
had time to close the hall door again, before 
the visitor has vanished from his view, and left 
him Standing there, with the message that 
was evidently fluttering on his lips, still un- 
delivered. But it is Irene's sitting-room, and 
Eric Keir is not disappointed in his hope of 
finding her in it — and alone. 
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** What will you say to me for so abrupt 
an entrance?" hc exclaims, as she rises to 
welcome him. "Does it come within the 
Privileges of a friend to introduce himself, or 
must I wait, like any other man, until your 
flunkey formally announces me ? O, Irene ! 
I have scarcely slept a wink all night/' 

" What a lamentable confession !" she an- 
swers, gaily. ** If this is the eflfects of too 
much dancing, I must begin to assert my 
prerogative as chief counsellor, and order you 
to be more discreet in future." 

Of too much dancing /" indignantly ; 
you know, without my telling you, if my 
restlessness was due to that. O, Irene! I 
feel so happy !" 

" And last night you feit so miserable." 

A cloud passes over the brightness of his 
face- 

" I did. I feit wretched in looking back 
upon my past life : the remembrance of the 
trouble it has caused me, and the follies to 
which it has been witness, unnerves me. And 
my happiness to-day (if it can be called such). 
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my light-heartedness rather, proceeds only 
from the knowledge that you promised to 
help me to forget it." 

She has re-seated herseif by this time, and 
he takes a chair beside her. 

" As far as it is in my power," she answers ; 
"but is it always necessary to forget in order 
to be happy ?" 

" In my case it is so : there is nothing left 
for me but forgetfulness — and your afFec« 
tion." 

"Was it a very great trouble, then.^" she 
says, softly. 

"So great, that it has destroyed all the 
pleasure of my youth, and threatens to do the 
same by the comfort of my age." 

" And a woman was the cause of it, I 
suppose." 

" Is not a woman at the bottom of all our 
troubles ? Wpmen are ulterior causes of all 
pain and pleasure in this world — at least, for 
U5. You have not lived nineteen years in it 
without discovering that, Irene ?" 

" No !" 
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" And so I look to a woman to eure me 
of the wound that a woman's hand inflieted ; 
to restore to me, as far as possible, through 
the treasure of her friendship and her sym- 
pathy, the happiness which, except for my 
own mad foUy, I might have aspired to " 

" If you please, Sir, Mrs. St. John is in the 
library, and will be glad to speak to you as 
soon as you can make it convenient to see 
her." 

" Say I will coine at once." 

On the entrance of the servant they have 
Sprung apart as guiltily as though they had 
been lovers, instead of ordinary friends, and 
as he disappears again, they look at one an- 
other consciously, and laugh. 

" What a mysterious message !" exclaims 
Irene; " is this leap year? Can mamma 
have any designs on you ?" 

'*In the shape of commissions — what ladies 
have not? I am a perfect martyr to the 
cause. Whether owing to the respectability 
of my connections, or myself, I cannot say ; 
but the number of notes I am asked to deliver. 
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and skeins of Berlin wool to match, is perfectly 
incredible. But is this dear interview ended ? 
Shall I not find you here on my return ?" 

"Perhaps you may; but perhaps, also, 
my mother will be with you. So you had 
better consider it at an end, lest you should 
be disappointed." 

" If it is at an end, you must bid me fare- 
well." 

"Farewell," she echoes, smilingly, as she 
extends her band. 

" Is that the best way you know how to 
do it ?" he demands, as he retains her band 
between bis own. " What a thorough English- 
woman you are, Irene ; you would not re- 
linquish one of the cold forms of society even 
where your feelings are most interested. 
Custom first, and friendship afterwards. Ah ! 
you do not regard our compact in the sacred 
light that I do." 

He has drawn her closer to him as he 
speaks, and their faces are nearly on a level. 

" Oh, Eric ! how little you know me !" 

The liquid eyes upraised to bis, the parted 
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Ups, the trembling hand, which he still holds, 
appeal to him until he loses sight of seif and 
the bitter consequences of indulgence, and 
remembers only that they are man and woman, 
and they stand alone. 

" Darling !" he whispers, as he bends down 
and kisses her. 

By the crimson flush that mounts to her 
forehead, and the abrupt manner in which 
she disengages herseif from him and turns 
away, so that he cannot see her face, he fears 
that he has seriously ofFended her. 

" Forgive me ! I know that it was wrong, 
but I could not help it. Irene ! say that you 
are not angry.*' 

" Oh, pray go to mamma ! she will think 
it so Strange — she has been waiting for you 
all this time." 

" I cannot go until you have said that you 
forgive me." 

" I do forgive you then ; but — but — it 
must never be again.'* 

"Is that your heart speaking to mine, 
Irene? Well, I will not press you for an 
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answer now ; but grant me one favour — one 
token that you are not really angry with me. 
Be here when I return." 

And with these words he leaves her. 

He finds Mrs. St. John restlessly pacing 
up and down the library, and appearing 
even more nervous than usual. 

She is a frail, timid-looking woman, the 
very opposite of her high-spirited daughter ; 
and as she turns at his approach, her very 
lips are trembling. 

" How do you do, Mrs. St. John ? I 
believe you wish to speak to me. A com- 
mission, of course. Well ! I am quite at 
your Service, from barley-sugar up to bank- 
notes. What a lovely morning we have had ! 
I hope you are not much fatigued after last 
night's dissipation." 

His frank and unrestrained address makes 
the task which she has set herseif more diffi- 
cult ; but she takes a chair and waves him to 
another, while she is vainly trying to find 
words in which to open the conversation 
naturally. 
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"I am quite well, thank you, Mr. Kein 
Pray be seated. Yes, I asked to speak to 
you : it is rather a delicate business, and had 
I not great faith in you, it would be a very 
painful one ; but — are you sure that you are 
comfortable ?" 

" Quite so, thank you, Mrs. St. John," 
he answers, puzzled to imagine what possible 
connection his present comfort can have with 
the subject she is about to introduce. 

"I am glad of it. It is so much more 
satisfactory to enter on a discussion when 
both parties are perfectly at their ease. I 

asked to see you, Mr. Keir, because 1 

suppose you know that I am the sole guardian 
of my daughter?" 

"I believe I have heard Miss St. John 
mention the fact." 

"Yes, her poor father wished it, and 
though I am very unfit for such a position, 
I knew he must be the best judge, and so — 
but of course it leaves me without counsellors. 
Irene has no near relation but myself, and I 
have no male friends in England to whom I 
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can apply for advice in any matters of diffi- 
culty." 

" If I can be of any use," he Interrupts, 
eagerly, " or could procure you the informa- 
tion you require, Mrs. St. John, you must 
know that it would give me the greatest 
pleasure to do so." 

" Thank you very much, Mr. Keir — yes, 
you can help me — I am coming to that 
presently. But being, as I said before, the 
sole guardian of Irene's interests, you must 
perceive that it is my duty to be very careful 
of her — that I cannot be too careful — " 

" Who could doubt it V he answers, 
warmly. 

" And you are very often in her Company ; 
you have been here a great deal, lately, Mr. 
Keir — you are at our house almost every 
day." 

" I beg your pardon." 

"I say that you are very intimate with 
Irene — rather too intimate, I think ; though, 
of course, we have always been pleased to 
see you — but the world will talk, and young 
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people's names soon get connected — and so I 

consider it my duty to ascertain " here 

Mrs. St. John coughs twice, and swallows 
some fearful obstacle in her throat — " to ask 
you, in shorr, what are your intentions respect- 
ing her ?" 

The murder is out, and poor Mrs. St. 
John sinks back in her chair, pale and ex- 
hausted, as though her own fate depended 
on his ans wer. 

" Intentions ! my intentions !" cries Eric 
Keir, starting fröm his seat. 

The tone of surprise and incredulity in 
which he utters the words seems to put new 
courage into his listener; it arouses her 
maternal fears, and with her fears her indig- 
nation, and she answers, quickly — 

" You cannot pretend to misunderstand 
my meaning, Mr. Keir — young as you are, 
you are too much a man of the world for 
that, and must know that if you are so 
constantly seen in the Company of a young 
lady, people will begin to inquire if you are 
engaged to be married to her— or not." 
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" I — I — ktiow that I have trespassed very 
much upon your hospitality," he commences, 
Stammering, " and taken the greatest pleasure 
in Coming here, but I have never addressed 
Miss St. John except in the character of a 
friend, and I supposed that you entirely 
understood the footing on which I visited 
her." 

" And you mean to teil me," exclaims the 
poor mother, who is shaking from head to 
foot with nervous excitement — " vou intend 
me to understand, Mr. Keir, that all your 
attentions have meant nothing, and that my 
daughter is no more to you than any other 
girl?" 

The whole truth flashes on him now ; he 
sees the fraud of which he has been guUty, 
both to his own heart and to hers ; he knows 
that he loves Irene St. John as his soul — and 
yet he is forced to stammer on — 

" I never ssäd thät, Mrs. St. John. I 

hold your daughter too highly — much too 

highly, in my admiration and — and — esteem, 

and value her friendship too Kiuch, to be 

G 2 
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guilty of SO false a sentiment But as to 
marriage — deeply as I may, zs I äoy regret 
the necessity for saying so— I must teil you 
that it is not in my power at present to 
marry any one !" 

" Not in your power ! what do you 
mean ?" 

" I mean that, being but a younger son, 
I am not, unfortunately, in a position to 
take such a responsibility upon myself so 
early. If you knew my circumstances, Mrs. 
St. John, you would be the first person to 
refuse your daughter's hand to me." 

" What ! as the younger son of the Earl 
of Norham? Mr. Keir, you are having 
recourse to a miserable subterfuge ; you have 
been trifling with my child — you would not 
have dared to make so paltry an excuse to 
Irene's father." 

" Oh, Mrs. St. John ! you do me wrong, 
I should have spoken just the same (I could 
have spoken in no other way) even to your 
husband. Yet had I pleaded a disinclination 
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for marriage, you would have been no better 
pleased." 

" I have been foolish," exclaims Mrs. St 
John, trying hard to keep back the tears 
which she would consider it beneath her 
dignity to shed ; " I have been blind to allow 
your intimacy to go on so long — but I could 
* not believe you would act so unworthy a 
part. My poor Irene !" 

" Good God ! Mrs. St. John," — with ter- 
rible emphasis — "you do not mean to teil 
me that Irene shares your suspicions — that 
she has learnt to regard me with any feeling 
warmer than the friendship we have pledged 
each other ?" 

" What right have you to ask, Sir ? What 
right have you to call her by her Christian 
name ? I have not been accustomed to hear 
my daughter spoken of so familiarly by the 
gentlemen of her acquaintance." 

" Oh, Mrs. St. John ! don't be hard upon 
me. Believe me when I say that in seeking 
the friendship of Miss St. John I had no 
Intention beyond that of deriving great plea- 
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sure and profit from our intercourse. I never 
dreamt that my actions would be miscon- 
strued either by the world or yourself. I 
have never breathed a word to her concern- 
ing love or marriage — I coulä not have done 
it, knowing how impossible it is for me 
tö redeem such a pledge, at present." 

" I hear your words, Mr. Keir, but I do 
not understand them. I only feel that you 
have been acting a very thoughtless, if not a 
dishonourable, part, and that it becomes my 
duty to see an immediate stop put to it. 
And, therefore, from the moment you quit 
this room, you must consider that our inti- 
macy is at an end." 

At this intimation Eric Keir becomes 
visibly agitated. 

" At an end ! Do you mean to say that I 
am to see her no more — that my visits here 
are to cease once and for ever ?" 

."Of course they are! would you go on 
deceiving my poor girl, only to break her 
heart at the last?" cries Mrs. St. John, 
thrown off her guard by the vehemence of 
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his manner. " You little guess my love for 
her, Mr. Keir, if you think I would permit 
the happiness of her life to be wrecked in 
this manner." 

The timid, shrinking woman, who hardly 
speaks above a whisper in society, becomes 
quite grand and tragic in defence of her 
child. She reminds one of a dove-eyed, 
innocent ewe, advancing to the front of the 
flock to shake its hornless head and stamp 
its impotent feet because some passing 
stranger has dared to cast a glance in the 
direction of its lamb. 

"Then she loves me, and you know it," 
exclaims the young man, his eyes roused 
from their usual langaor by the excitement 
of the suspicion ; " Mrs. St. John, teil me 
the truth ; does Irene love me ?" 

" Do you intend to marry her ?" demands 
the mother, fixedly. His eyes droop ; silence 
is his only answer. 

" O, Mr. Keir ! I could hardly have be- 
lieved it of you." 

" I ought not to have put the question. I 
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have only tortured you and myself. But if 
you have any pity left for me, try to pity 
the necessity which forbids my answering 
you." 

"I think that our interview should end 
here, Mr. Keir. No good can be gained by 
my detaining you longer, and a further dis- 
cussion of this very painfui subject is only 
likely to lead to further estrangement. I 
must beg you, therefore, to leave this 
house, and without seeing my daughter 
again." 

" But who then will teil her of the pro- 
posed alteration in our intercourse .^" 

" I take that upon myself, and you may 
rest assured that Irene will be quite satisfied 
to abide by my decision. Meanwhile, Mr. 
Keir, if you have any gentlemanly feeling 
left, you will quit London, or take means to 
prevent our meeting you again." 

" Is it to be a total Separation, then, be- 
tween us ? Must I have nothingy because I 
cannot take all ?" 

" I have already given you my opinion. 
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Do not compel me to repeat it in stronger 
terms." 

Her voice and manner have become so 
cold that they arouse his pride. 

^^There is nothing, then, left for me to 
do but to bow to your decision. Mrs. St. 
John, I wish you a very good morn- 
ing." 

He is going then, but his heart-strings 
pull him backwards. 

" Oh ! make the best of it to her, for 

God's sake ! Teil her that — that But 

no ! there is nothing to teil her ; I have no 
excuse — I can only go /" 

He suits the action to the word as he 
speaks, and she follows him into the hall, 
and sees him safely out of the house before 
she turns the door-handle of her daughter's 
room. 

Irene is sittin g in an attitude of expecta- 
tion, her hands idly folded on her lap, and 
fitful blushes chasing each other over her 
face as she listens to the foot-steps in the hall. 
When her mother enters she Starts up 
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suddenly, and then sits down again, as 
though she scarcely knew what she was 
doing. 

" Is he gone ?" she says, in a tone of dis- 
appointment, as Mrs. St. John advances to 
take her tenderly in her arms. 

" And who may he be ?" inquires the 
mother, with a ghastly attempt at playfulness, 
not knowing how to broach the intelligence 
she bears. 

" Mr. Keir — Eric ! — has he not been 

speaking to you ? Oh, mother !" hiding her 

face with a sudden burst of shame on Mrs. 

St. John's bosom; "I am not quite sure, 

but I think — I fhink he loves me !" 

« ♦ « « « 

Mrs. St. John does not know what to 
answer. For a minute she holds her daughter 
in her arms and says nothing. Then Irene 
feels the trembling of her mother's figure, 
and looks up alarmed. 

"Mother! is there anything the matter? 
Are you not well ?" 
.^ " There is nothing the matter, my darling 
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— at least, not much. But you were speak- 
ing of Mr. Keir — he is gone !" 

«Gone— why?" 

*^ Because he is not a gentleman, Irene." 

" Mother !" 

" He is not worthy of you, child ; he has 
been playing with your feelings, amusing 
himself at your expense. Oh ! Irene, my 
darling ! you are so brave, so good. You 
will bear this like a woman, and despise him 
as he deserves." 

" Bear* this ! bear what ?'' says the girl, 
Standing suddenly upright ; " I do not com- 
prehend you, mother — I do not know what 
you are talking of." 

" I am talking of Mr. Keir, Irene. I am 
telling you that he is utterly unworthy of 
another thought from you — that he has 
dangled about you until the world has con- 
nected your names together, and that he has 
no intentions concerning you ; he has just 
told me so." 

"No intentions!" repeats her daughter, 
vacantly ; " no intentions !" 
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" He has no Intention of proposing to you, 
Irene — of marrying you ; he has meant no- 
thing by it all." 

"Nothing!" repeats Irene, in the same 
dreamy way. 

The lace-shrouded Windows of the room 
are open, and the faint, rieh odour from the 
boxes of Stocks and mignonette that adom 
its sills floats into the Chamber, bringing with 
it a memory of hot-house plants, whilst band 
music from an adjoining Square commences 
to make itself indistinctly heard. 

" Yes, nofhingy* continues Mrs. St. John, 
rendered bolder by her daughter's passiveness 
and her own indignation. " I have just put 
the question to him — it waß my duty to do 
so, seeing what marked attention he has paid 
you lately, and — I couldn't have believe it of 
Mr. Keir; I thought so much more highly 
of him — he told me to my face that he had 
never even thought of you as anything but a 
friend. A friend, indeed ! Oh, my dearest 
girl ! that any man should dare to speak of 
you in such terms of indifFerence — it will 
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break my heart !" and Mrs. St. John attempts 
to cast herseif into her daughter's arms again. 
But Irene puts her from her — repulses her— 
almost roughly. 

" Mother ! how dared you do it?" 
The words are such as she has never pre- 
sumed to use to her mother before ; the tone 
even is not her own. Mrs. St. John looks 
up afirightedly. 
" Irene /" 

" How dared you subject me to such an 
insult — expose me in so cruel a manner ; make 
me despicable to myself ?" 

" My child, what do you mean ?" 
" Cannot a man be friendly and agreeable 
without being called upon to undergo so 
humiliating an examination ? Is a girl never 
to speak to one of the other sex without 
being suspected of a desire to marry him ? 
Is there to be no friendship, no cordiality, no 
confidence in this world, but the parties are 
immediately required to bind themselves down 
to an Union which would be repugnant to 
both ? It is this style of thing which makes 
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€mc hate socktr and all its shams — ^which 
will gp üt now to make me hate my- 
sdfr 

"Irene! my dcar!" cries Nfr& Sc John, 
trembling all over; *^yoa do not amsEder 
tfaat I am your guardian, and this precantion, 
whkh appears so unnecessary to you, became 
a datv for me to take: Wcmld von have 
had me recehre his vmts here until he had 
entangkd your afiections more inextrkably, 
perhapsy than he has done at present?*' 

" Who says he has done so — who dares to 
say it r 

The girl's pride is raging and warring 
within her. She has been roused from her 
tender love-dream by a stem realitv, she is 
quivering under the shock even as she speaks, 
but her first thought is to save her wounded 
honour. 

^ My Irene ! I thought — I never dreamt 
but that you liked him— judging from the 
manner in which you received and spoke of 
him." 

" Liked him ! Is liking, love ? You judged 
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me too quickly, mother. You have not read 
down to the depths of my heart." 

** You do not love him, then, my darling 
— this business will not make you miserable ? 
Oh ! Irene — speak ! you cannot think what 
suspense costs me." 

The girl hesitates for a moment, turns 
round to see the frail figure before her, the 
thin clasped hands, the anxious, sorrow-laden 
eyes, waiting her verdict, and hesitates no 
longer. 

"I would not marry Eric Keir, mother, 
to-morrow for all this world could give me." 

" Oh ! thank God ! thank God !" cries Mrs. 
St. John, hysterically, as she sinks upon a 
sofa. In another moment Irene is kneeling 
by her side. 

" Dearest mother ! did I speak unkindly 
to you ? Oh ! forgive me ! You know how 
proud I am, and it hurts me, just for the tim.e 
being. But it is over now. Forget it, dear 
mother — we will both forget it, and every- 
thing concerning it — and go on as before. 
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Oh ! what a wretch I am to have made you 
weep !" 

" I did it for the best, Irene. I only did 
what I considered my duty — it is a very com- 
mon thing ; it takes place every day. But so 
long as his conduct does not afFect your happi- 
ness, there is no härm done." 

" There is no härm done," echoes the girl, 
with parched lips, and eyes that are deter- 
mined not to cry. 

" It will put a stop to his Coming here, and 
I daresay you will miss him at first, Irene. 
Young people like to be together ; but you 
must remember how detrimental such an 
intimacy would be to your future prospects ; 
no one eise would presume to come forward 
while a man like Eric Keir is hanging about 
the house : and I should never forgive myself 
if I permitted him to amuse himself at the 
expense of your settlement in life. He ought 
to know better than to wish such a thing." 

''He knows better now," replied her 
daughter, soothingly. 

"Yes — yes! if only he has not wounded 
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you. O, Irene!" with a sudden burst of 
passion most foreign to her disposition, " you 
are my only hope — my only consolation. 
Look me in the face, and teil me that you do 
not love him." 

" Mother, darling, you are ill and agitated ; 
this wretched business has been too much for 
you. Go and lie down, dear mother, and 
try to sleep ; and when we meet again we 
will agree to drop the subject altogether." 

" We will — we will. Heaven knows I am 
only anxious that it should be forgotten — 
only teil me Irene that you do not love him." 

She clings to her daughter — she will not 
be gainsaid ; her eyes are fixed searchingly 
upon Irene's — the girl feels like a stag at bay ; 
one moment she longs to pour out the truth 
— the next death would not tear it from her. 

"/ äo not love himT she answers, with 
closed teeth. 

" Say it again !" exclaims Mrs. St. John, 
with a feverish burst of joy. 

" / do not love htm ! Mother, is not that 
enough ?" she goes on rapidly. " Why should 

VOL. I. H 
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you doubt my word? Go, dear mother; 
pray go and take the rest you need, and leave 
me to — to — myself ?" 

She pushes Mrs. St. John gently but 
forcibly from the apartment» and locks the 
door. Then she staggers to the table, blindly, 
gropingly, and leans her back against it, 
grasping the edges with her hands. 

" The first He that I have ever told her," 
she whispers to herseif; "the first lie — and 
yet, is it a lie ? do I love him — or do / hafe 

him r 

She Stands for a minute hard as stone, her 
nervous hands grasping the table, her firm 
teeth pressed upon her lower lip, as though 
defying it to quiver, whilst all that Eric Keir 
has ever said to her comes rushing back upon 
her mind. 

The scent of the Stocks and mignonette is 
wafted past her with every breath that stirs 
the curtains : the band in the adjacent Square 
has altered its position ; it draws nearer — 
changes its air — the notes of the " Blue 
Danube" waltz come floating through the 
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open Window. It is the last stroke of 
memory — all her determination fades before 
it. 

" God help me !" she cries, as she sinks, 
sobbing, on the sofa. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



MRS. ST. JOHN is bound to believe 
what her daughter teils her; but 
she is not satisfied about her daughter's 
health. The season goes on — Irene does not 
fail to fulfil one engagement — she dresses and 
dances and talks gaily as before, and yet 
there is a something — undistinguishable, per- 
haps, except to the eye of afFection — that 
makes her unlike her former seif. 

She is harder than she used to be — more 
cynical — less open to belief in truth and 
virtue. 

Added to which, her appetite is variable, 
and she drinks wine feverishly — almost 
eagerly — and at odd intervals of time. Mrs. 



NO INTENTIONS. loi 



St. John calls in her favourite doctor, Mr. 
Pettingall. Mr. Pettingall is not a fashion- 
able physician, he is an old family doctor, 
he has known Irene since her birth, and is as 
well acquainted with her Constitution as with 
that of his own wife. He settles the ques- 
tion on the first interview. 

"Depression of the vital powers, Mrs. 
St. John, caused by undue excitement and 
fatigue. Your young lady has been going a 
little too fast this season. She has been 
sitting up too late, and dancing too much ; 
perhaps, also, flirting too much. Nothing 
the matter with the heart^ I suppose, eh ?" 

" Oh, dear no, Doctor ! at least, Irene 
assures me it is not the case, though her 
spirits^ are certainly very variable." 

" No sign at all ! A life of dissipation is 
sure to make the spirits variable. Take her 
away, and she'U be well in a month." 

"Away, Doctor! what before the season 
is over r 

" Certainly ; unless you wish her health to 
be over with the season. And a change will 
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do you no härm either, Mrs. St. John. 
Why, you want twice as much doctoring as. 
your daughter." 

"That's what I teil mamma/' exclaims 
Irene, who has entered during the last sen- 
tence ; " but she will not believe me. Let 
US join cause against her, Mr. Pettingall, 
and get her out of this hateful London." 

" Why, my dear ! would you really like 
to go ?" says Mrs. St. John. 

" I would like to go anywhere, to see you 
strong again, mother.*' 

" That's right ! a good daughter is the 
best mediane a mother can have. You hear 
what Miss St. John says, Madam. She will 
go anywhere to do you good — and herseif 
too !" 

" She has always been my comfort !" mur- 
murs Mrs. St. John. 

" And I, as your medical adviser, recom- 
mend a trip abroad." 

" Abroad !" 

"Certainly. Three or four months' run 
in the Austrian Tyrol, for instante — or the 
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Pyrenees. Please yourselves, however, and 
you'll please me — only get out of London. 
It is quite as necessary for your health, Mrs. 
St. John, as for your daughter's." 

" Mother ! we will go at once. We will 
not delay a day longer than is necessary. 
Thank you, Mr. Pettingall, for speaking 
your mind so frankly. I have been blind 

■ 

not to see before that my mother wanted 
change." 

From that moment Irene comes out of 
herseif, arid takes all necessary cares and 
arrangements on her own hands. She forgets 
her trouble — her haunting regret; her only 
wish is to see her mother's health res- 
tored. 

"I have been selfish," she thinks, as she 
moves about from room to room giving the 
final Orders for their departure. "I have 
been so anxious to forget my own misery 
that I have dragged my poor mother out 
much more than is good for her — and this is 
the end of it. Oh ! if I should have really 
upset her health — if this change should even 
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prove too late! Good God! how shall I 
ever forgive myself — or him !" 

She has not seen him since the interview 
he had with Mrs. St. John : she has gone 
out each evening feverishly expectant of his 
presence ; trying, yet dreading, to cncounter 
him : and she has dragged out the weary 
time with a heart of lead in her bosom, be- 
cause he has never come — being, in point of 
fact, hundreds of miles away at his father's 
seat in Scotland, though no one teils her 
so. 

"Afraid to meet me!" she has thought 
bitterly. "Yes, fear was about the last 
ingredient wanting in his cup of dishonour. 
How could I ever have been so mad as to 
think he loved me ?" 

The first place they try for change of air 
is Rochefort, in the Ardennes. 

A lovely fertile Valley, surrounded by 
heather-covered hills, the slopes of which are 
alive with wild blossoms, and the feet watered 
by clear streams, repose and peace seem tc^ 
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be the natural characteristics, the inevitable 
consequences, of a life in Rochefort. 

But does peace come to the broken spirit 
more readily in quiet than in bustle ? I 
doubt it. 

What do we fly from, if not from 
memory ? and can it come so closely to us 
in.a crowd, where alien faces push between 
US and the semblance of the face we loved, 
and alien voices, clamouring for money or 
for interest, drown the sweet, false tones 
that poisoned our existence, as when we 
walk alone and weary on the footpath of life, 
too weary, it may be, even to have strength 
to push aside that which we dread to look 
on? 

Irene finds it so. In London, amidst the 
whirl and turmoil of the season, she thought 
that she was strong enough to bear all 
things, even the knowledge — the bitterest 
knowledge to a woman — that she had given 
Eric Keir love in exchange for liking — fine 
gold for dross that tarnished at the first 
touch. 
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But here, in peaceful, slumbering Roche- 
fort, she is fain to confess herseif defeated. 
Here, where she can wander for miles with- 
out meeting a soul to break her solitude, his 
memory walks beside her like a haunting 
ghost from which she prays to be delivered. 

Not mockingly nor coldly, not with a 
gesture or a look that can awake her pride, 
but as her heart remembers him — as it had 
hoped he would be^ until her over-burthened 
spirit can bear the strain no longer, and she. 
sinks down upon the grass, dappled with 
flowers and murmuring with insects, and 
prays God she may die. 

Only to rise, when her moan is over, 
burning with indignation against herseif and 
him ; hating herseif, perhaps, even more 
than him for having sunk so low as to regret 
him. Mrs. St. John knows nothing of all 
this ; she is too feeble to walk beyond a short 
distance, and Irene never appears before her 
except in good spirits and with a beaming 
countenance. 

The mother is deceived — she feels her 
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own health is failing, but she believes in the 
restoration of her child. Irene reads her 
belief, and is satisfied. 

Nevertheless, as soon as the weather will 
permit them, she persuades Mrs. St. John to 
move on to Brüssels. She knows that in 
Order to keep up her role she must be mov- 
ing ; one more month of Rochefort and the 
ghost of Eric Keir, and she should break 
down entirely. 

Brüssels is füll and gay ; the September 
fetes are going on, and the town is crowded. 
Mrs. St. John and her daughter take up 
their abode at one of the principal hoteis, 
and prepare to enjoy life to the utter- 
most. 

Enjoy life to the uttermost! I wonder 
which of US ever believes that he or she 
has has reached the " uttermost," or, having 
reached it, how long we believe it to be 
such. 

The "uttermost," if ever we attain it 
(how few do !), usually makes us so giddy 
we are not aware until we touch the bottom 
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of the ladder again how quickly we have 
descended. 

Irene's " uttermost'* at this juncture con- 
sists of running about to see all there 
is to be Seen, and that is very soon 
brought to a close by Mrs. St. John's 
increasing weakness. She longs to ac- 
company her daughter, but she cannot 
accomplish it, and the girl's solitary rambles 
through picture galleries and museums 
begin only too soon to assume the same 
character as her walks in Rochefort. She 
comes to understand that the companion- 
ship she needs is something more than is to 
be found in a stränge crowd; it must be 
an active conversational presence — some- 
thing that shall barter bright thoughts for 
her duU ones, and force her to exert her 
intellectual powers. A real wholesome want 
seldom arises in this world without the 
possibility of gratifying it. In a few 
days Irene finds the companion ready to 
hand. 

She returns one afternoon to the hotel, 
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after having permitted her feverish Imagin- 
ation to hold converse for hours with 
the fantastic horrors of Wiertz, and dis- 
turbs her mother in the midst of a con- 
versation with a stranger — a gentleman of 
about fifty, or perhaps a few years 
older — whom Irene has never seen 
before. 

She Stands at the door for a moment 
irresolute, uncertain whether to enter or 
retreat, but Mrs. St. John catches sight of 
her. 

" Irene, my darling !" she exclaims. " I 
am so glad you are come home — only 
think ! This gentleman is your nearest 
relation on your dear father's side — his 
Cousin, Colonel Mordaunt ; isn't it wonder- 
ful that we should have met each other 
here ?" 

Colonel Mordaunt is the best specimen 
of a fine old English gentleman that Irene 
has ever come across. She sees that at 
the first glance. Of middle height, with 
a well-knit figure, florid complexion, good 
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features, and hair with the lustre of grey 
satin on it, he presents all the outward 
qualifications that go to make up the 
picture of a man of birth and breeding, 
andr-she takes a fancy to her new relative 
at once. Mrs. St. John, too, who is in 
an unusual State of flush and flutter, seems 
to hays been quite overcome by the unex- 
pepted encounter. 

" Is it not Strange," she keeps on repeat- 
ing, "that we should have met here — in 
Brüssels — after so many years? Irene, my 
dear ! you will welcome Colonel Mordaunt, 
I am sure, if only for your poor father's 
sake." 

The girl comes forward with her hand 
extended, and the stranger, with old- 
fashioned politeness, and dead and gone 
chivalry, raises it respectfully to his 
lips. 

" Poor Tom !*' he murmurs as he does 
so ; " poor Tom ! I can trace a slight 
likehess to him as he was, even in your 
blooming face, my fair young cousin." 
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"She was always thought to have a 
look of him/' sighs the mother, " but I 
scarcely imagined it was so apparent. Oh, 
Irene ! you cannot think what a comfort 
it is for me to have stumbled on your 
Cousin in this way — so weak and good-for- 
nothing as I am. You will never need to 
stay at home now for want of an escort. 
Colonel Mordaunt says he will be charmed 
to take you anywhere." 

"With your own kind permission/' in- 
terposes Colonel Mordaunt. 

"You are very good," replies Irene. 
" Are you, then, staying in Brüssels ?" 

" I am here for a few days, on my 
way back to England. I have been spend- 
ing the summer at the Baths.*' 

"Not remedially, I trust?" says Mrs. 
St. John, with a sudden anxious glance of 
interest at the robust-looking man who 
Stands before her. 

" Well, 1 cannot quite say no ; though 
precautionary would be the better word. 
You remember our family tendency to 
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gout, Mrs. St. John? Poor Tom used to 
have a twinge of it occasionally, and it 
was the complaint that carried ofF my grand- 
father. I have had one or two warnings 
during the last four years, and so I took 
advantage of the hot weather to put myself 
to rights for the season." 

"The season!" echoes Mrs. St John, to 
whom there is no season but one. 

" The hunting season ! It sounds very 
dreadful, does it not ? but I fear there is 
no other season that conveys any interest 
to my ears. I am master of the hounds 
down in my part of Leicestershire, and 
spend my days between the stables and 
the kennel. It is a fine sport, Mrs. 
St. John, and a man must have something 
to do." 

"Then I suppose you are very anxious 
to get home again," remarks Irene. 

"I was anxious to do so, I confess, but 
I have no intention of stirring now, so long 
as I can be of any use to you or to your 
mother." 
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" How kind !" murmurs Mrs. St. John ; 
and her daughter adds, " I am afraid 
you will find Shopping and sight-seeing 
very tarne work for which to exchange 
the pleasures of the field, Colonel Mor- 
daunt." 

" Without their motive, perhaps — yes. 
fFith their motive, they can admit of no 
rivalry in my eyes !" 
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CHAPTER VII. 

HAT an extremely polite oJd 
gentleman !" exclaims Irene, 
as soon as the Colonel has disappeared. 
"How ever did you find him out, 
mother?" 

"By the simplest accident in the 
World. He opened the door of my 
sitting-room in mistake for his own. I 
never was so surprised in my life. I 
nearly screamed !" 

" Then you have met him before ?" 

" Yes — O yes ! — of course — many years 
ago." 

"But why have / never seen him, 
then ? He says he lives in Leicestershire ; 
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why did he never come to my father's 
house ?" 

Mrs. St John looks uneasy. She shifts 
about in her chair, and rolls up her satin 
cap-strings tili they are ruined, and talks 
rapidly with a faint guilty colour Coming 
and going in her faded cheeks. 

" Well, to teil you the truth, dear, your 
father and Colonel Mordaunt, although 
Cousins, were not the best of friends ; that 
is to say, they once had a quarrel about 
something, and after that they ceased to 
visit each other." 

" It must have been a serious quarrel to 
cause such a complete Separation. Are you 
sure that Colonel Mordaunt was not the 
one in the wrong, mother ? Would my 
father have liked us to become intimate 
with him again ?" 

Irene has a great reverence tot the memory 
of her father ; she is always questioning 
what he would or would not have wished 
them to do, sometimes to the ruffling of* 
her mother's placid temper. 

I 2 
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"Dear me, Irene! I should think you 
might trust me to judge of such matters ! 
Do you think I would have introduced him 
to you otherwise? The disagreement had 
nothing to do with Colonel Mordaunt's 
conduct. He behaved extremely well 
throughout the whole afiair. Only your 
father did not choose that the intimacy 
should be renewed." 

"And yet he was his nearest rela- 
tive." 

"Quite the nearest. You know what 
a small family ours is — ridiculously small 
in fact. Your great - grandfather was a 
Baddenall^ and his two daughters^ co- 
heiresses, became respectively Mrs. Mor- 
daunt and Mrs. St. John ; and each left an 
only son — your fkther and this cousin. 
You see how absurdly it makes the family 
dwindle ! There are females, of course, but 
they don't count — your own married aunts^ 
you know; but Colonel Mordaunt's sister 
is still Single. So you see, if you are to 
have any family at all on your father's 
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side, it would be quite wrong not to 
make friends with this man, now that we 
have so happily fallen in with him again. 
And, indeed, the quarrel was about nothing 
that need concern you, Irene; nothing at 
all." 

"I will take your word for it, mother. 
Colonel Mordaunt does not look like a 
man who would do a mean or dishonour- 
able thing. And at all events, it is not 
necessary to quarrel for ever." 

"It would be very wrong and senseless 
to do so. You will find him a most in- 
teresting companion ; füll of life and con- 
versation, and with that charming deference 
in his manner towards women which one 
so seldom meets with in young men now-a- 
days. They have not improved since the 
time when I was young." 

" I suppose not," says her daughter, with 
a sigh ; and then she laughs, quite un- 
necessarily, except to hide that sigh. " I 
really like Colonel Mordaunt, mother, 
and should be sorry not to be able to 
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take advantage of his overtures of friend- 
ship. I think he is one of the handsomest 
old men I ever saw, and his manners are 
quite courtier-like." 

" You should have seen him when he was 
young !" replies her mother, with an echo of 
the sigh that Irene was keen enough to 
check. 

Colonel Mordaunt fully bears out the 
promise of his introduction. He is with 
them every day — almost every hour ; he is at 
the beck and call of Irene St. John from 
morning until night. 

If she desires to attend the Marche aux 
Fleurs at five o'clock a.m., to lay in flowers 
and fruit for the day's consumption, Colonel 
Mordaunt, faultlessly attired for the occasion, 
is waiting to attend her footsteps, even 
though it has cost him half his night's rest 
in Order to be up and dressed in time. 

Does she express a wish to visit the Quin- 
conce, and push her way through a mob of 
Bruxellois at eight o'clock at night, or to 
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attend opera or /?/<?, still is the faithful 
gentleman ready to accompany his young 
Cousin wherever she may choose to go, only 
anxious to be made use of in any way, so 
long as the way accords with her own desires. 
And he is really no less desirable than 
pertinacious a chaperon, this Colonel Mor- 
daunt ; so highly respectable, as Irene laugh- 
ingly declares : so thorough a gentleman, as 
sighs her mother, who has to be content 
to hear of his gallantry and not to share 
in it* 

Set almost free by the companionship of 
Colonel Mordaunt, Irene St. John rushes 
about at this period far more than she 
desires. She is feverishly anxious to conceal 
from her mother the real pain that is 
gnawing at her heart, and poisoning every 
enjoyment in which she attempts to take 
a share : and she is madly bent on destroying 
for herseif a remembrance that threatens 
to quench all that is worth calling life in 
her. So she makes plans, and Colonel 
Mordaunt backs them, until the two are 
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constant companions. In a few days he 
seems to have no aim or desire except to 
please her ; while she goes blindly on, ex- 
pressing genuine surprise at each fresh token 
of his generosity. 

One day she buys a huge bouquet, which 
he has to carry home, and teils him that she 
doats on flowers. 

The next, a basket of the rarest specimens 
that Brüssels can produce lies on her table, 
with her cousin's kind regards. 

" What exquisite flowers !" exclaims -Mrs. 
St. John. 

"What a lot he must have paid for 
them !" remarks her daughter, quite in- 
diff^erent as to the motive of the off^er- 
ing. 

The next day the oflTering is repeated. 

" More flowers !" says Irene ; " what am 
I to do with them? There are no more 
vases, and the last are too fresh to throw 
away." 

On the third day, a bouquet more 
beautiful than either of the other lies 
before her. 
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" Oh ! this is too bad !" she exclaims, 
vexedly. "This is sheer waste! I shall 
speak to Colonel Mordaunt." 

What does the speaking result in? An 
adjuration that no blossoms can be too fresh 
for one who is fresher herseif than any 
blossom that ever grew in hot-house or 
in field, etc., etc., etc. 

" Stupid old fool !" is Irene's grateful, 
though unexpressed rejoinder. " The idea 
of taking everything I say as gospel ! I 
declare I will never teil him I like anything 
again." 

Yet she is pleased by the man's attentions, 
though she hardly knows why. It soothes the 
pride which has been so sorely wounded : it 
makes her better satisfied, not with the World, 
but with herseif. Colonel Mordaunt is not a 
brilliant conversationalist nor a deep thinker : 
he is quite content to follow her lead, and to 
echo her sentiments ; but though he gives her 
no new ideas, he does not disturb the old ones, 
and she is not in a mood to receive new im- 
pressions. He is thoughtful, and generous. 
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and anxious to please. He attends her, in 
fact, as a servant attends his mistress, a 
subject his queen : and all women, however 
broken-hearted they may be, dearly love to 
keep a retinue of slaves. Irene likes it; 
she is a woman born to govern, who 
takes Submission to her as a right. It never 
strikes her that slaves may dare to adore. 

Mrs. St. John receives Colonel Mordaunt's 
attentions to her daughter and herseif with 
very difFerent feelings. She is more than 
gratified by them — she is flattered. And if 
she can secure his individual attention for an 
hour or two, she makes the most of it by 
thanks and confidences. One day Irene is 
lying down upon her bed with a headache, 
as she says — with a heartache, as she might 
more correctly have expressed it — and Mrs. 
St. John has the Colonel to herseif. It is 
a warm afternoon, and the heat and the 
agitation of the interview have brought a 
roseate hue into the old lady's face which 
makes her look quite handsome. 
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"Colonel Mordaunt — Philip — if I may 
call you so — I have a great anxiety on my 
mind." 

" A great anxiety, my dear Mrs. St. John ! 
if it is anything in which I could assist 

you " 

" I was sure you would say so ! Yes ; I 
think you can help me, or, at all events, it 
will be a comfort to consult you on the 
matter. I have so few friends in whom I 
can confide." 

"Let me know what distresses you at 
once." 

" It is about money. Oh ! what a hateful 
subject it is. I believe money, either the want 
of it or the excess of it, to be at the bottom 
of almost every trouble in this world ; and, 
though poor dear Tom left me very com- 
fortably ofF, yet " 

" You are in want of it ? My dear friend, 
every penny I have is at your disposal !" 

" How like you to say so ! No ; that 
would not help me. The fact is I have been 
spending more than my income since my 
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husband's death — intrenching largely on my 
principal — much more largely than I had any 
idea of tili I received my banker's book a 
few weeks back." 

" But I thought my cousin left you so well 
ofF." 

" Not nearly so well as the world imagines. 
He had indulged in several private specula- 
tions of late, and the loss of them preyed on 
his mind — sometimes I think it hastened his 
death ; I know that at last he was greatly 
troubled to think he could not leave us in 
better circumstances." 

" But, my dear Mrs. St. John, excuse my 
saying so — considering it was the case, how 
could you be so foolish as to touch your 
principal, the only thing you and your 
daughter had to depend on ?" 

" Ah ! it was foolish, wasn't it ? but don't 
reproach me ; you can't think how bitterly I 
am repenting of it now." 

She lies back in her chair quite overcome 
by the idea, whilst Colonel Mordaunt sits by 
her side silent and absorbed. 
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Suddenly Mrs. St. John Starts up and 
clutches his hand. 

" Philip ! Philip ! I am dying ; and my 
girl will be left all but penniless." 

" Good God ! it cannot be as bad as that ! 
You must be mistaken, Mrs. St. John ! You 
are weak and ill, and matters look worse to 
you than they really are. Put the manage- 
ment of your afFairs into my hands, and I will 
see that they are set right again." 

" It is beyond your power. You cannot 
think how mad I have been. When Tom 
died, and I found it would be impossible for 
US to live in the style to which we had been 
accustomed, I thought it would be better to 
give Irene a season or two in town — to let 
her be seen, in fact. She is so pretty she 
ought to have made a good marriage ; and I 
never thought the money could run away so 
fast until I found it was nearly all gone." 

" But who are your trustees ? What have 
they been about to permit you to draw upon 
your principal in this manner ?" 

" There are no trustees. I am sole legatee 
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and executrix. The money was left abso- 
lutely to me. I wish now it had not been 
so." 

^'And — and — Irene," says Colonel Mor- 
daunt, presently. "She is not then in a 
Position to make the good match you speak 
of?" 

"Ah! there*s my worst trouble, Philip! 
I was so sure she was going to be married — 
such an excellent connection, too. I looked 
upon the matter as settled, and then it came 
to nothing." 

Colonel Mordaunt's brow lowers, and he 
commences to play with the Ornaments on 
the table. 

" And who may the gentleman have 
been?" 

" Well, I mustn't teil you, for my child's 
sake, for he behaved in the most dishonour- 
able manner to her, P hilip ; dangled after her 
all the season, meeting her everywhere, and 
paying her the most undisguised attention, 
and theny when I feit bound to ask him what 
he intended by it all, turned round and said he 
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had never considered her as anything more 
than a friend." 

" The scoundrel !" cries Colonel Mordaunt, 
jumping up from his chair and pacing the 
room, " the unmitigated scoundrel ! Mrs. 
St. John, let me have his name and bring 
him to book, as he deserves." 

" Ah ! not for worlds. Irene would never 
forgive me ! You cannot think how angry she 
was even at my asking him the question." 

" And I suppose she — she — feit the busi- 
ness very much ?" 

" I cannot teil you. She assured me at 
the time that she was utterly indifferent to 
him; but I have had my suspicions since. 
Any way, it has broken my heart ! To hear 
my child refused in marriage by a man who 
had caused her name to be so openly con- 
nected with his own that it was quite unlikely 
any one eise would come forward, and when 
I had been risking her dependence in order 
to further her prospects in life. I shall never 
recover it, Philip ; that blow has been the 
death of me." 
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" Why should you say so ? You are not 
really ill." 

" I am sinking fast, my dear friend ; I am 
growing weaker every day ; and very soon I 
shall be gone, and my Irene will have to sufFer 
for my imprudence. Oh, Philip! for the 
sake of old times, promise me you will be- 
friend my girl." 

" For the sake of both past and present," 
he replies, warmly, " trust to me. I will do 
everything in my power to assist her. I am 
rieh, as doubtless you know; the income which 
poor Tom and I equally inherited from our 
mothers, has, in my case, never been fully 
used, for I have had no one to spend it on, 
and so long as I have a pound Irene shall 
never want one." 

"Generous as of old. Ah, Philip! if I 
had only known what you were; if I had 
only had the sense " 

" My dear lady, what is the use of revert- 
ing to the past ? You acted as you thought 
right. It has all been for the best." 

" For the best that I should have deceived 
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one of the noblest and most honourable of 
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" Hush, hush ! not deceived ; you must 
not call it by so harsh a term," replies the 
Colonel, with the ready forgiveness which we 
find it so easy to accord to an injury for 
which we have long ceased to grieve ; " you 
are too hard upon yourself. Remember how 
young you were." 

" I should have been old enough to recog- 
nise your worth," replies the poor lady, who, 
like many of her fellow-creatures, has com- 
mitted a great error on setting out in life, and 
never discovered her mistake until it was 
past remedy ; " but it is something to know 
that I leave you Irene's friend." 

" You may rest on that assurance with the 
greatest confidence/' he replies, soothingly, 
and teils himself that the past, when the poor 
faded wreck of a woman who lies before him 
took back the hand she had promised to him- 
self to bestow it on his cousin, will indeed be 
amply atoned for if he can only claim the 
friendship of the bright creature who has 
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Sprung from the union which went far to 
make his life a solitary one. 

He really believes that he shall be satisfied 
with her friendship. So we deceive our- 
selves. 





CHAPTER VIII. 

MRS. ST. JOHN'S conversation ap- 
pears to be almost prophetic ; at least, 
the State of mind which induced it naturally 
predisposes her to succumb to illness ; and 
when, a few days after, she is seized with a low 
fever that is decimating the city, her weak- 
ness greatly aggravates the danger. 

A Foreign doctor is called in; he imme- 
diately proposes to bleed the patient ; Irene 
flies in her distress to Colonel Mordaunt. 

" He will kill my mother ; what can I do 
to prevent it? Pray help me," 

She is so lovely in her distress, with all 
thought of seif vanished, and the tears 
Standing in her great grey eyes, that it is 
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as much as he can do to answer her appeal 
rationally. 

" Be calm ; I will not allow this Belgian 
rascal to touch her. I have already tele- 
graphed to London. Mr. Pettingall will be 
here to-morrow." 

"How can I ever thank you sufficiently?" 

Mr. Pettingall arrives to time, and remains 
as long as his professional duties will permit, 
but he can do nothing. Mrs. St. John be- 
comes unconscions, and sinks rapidly. It 
takes but a few days to accomplish that in 
her which a robust body would have been 
fighting against for weeks. In a very short 
time Irene is awakened to a sense of her 
mother's danger, and in a very short time 
after that the danger is past — the illness is 
past — everything is past, indeed, except the 
cold, still figure lying on the bed where she 
had watched life fade out of it, and which will 
be the last thing of all (save the memory of 
a most indulgent mother) to pass away for 
ever. 

Mr. Pettingall has returned to London 
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hy this time, and Irene and Colonel Mor- 
daunt are alone. What would she have 
done without him ? 

Mrs. St. John has left no near relatives 
who would care to incur the expense of 
attending her funeral or personally consoling 
her orphaned daughter ; two or three of 
them receive letters with an intimation of 
the event, to which they reply, (after having 
made more than one copy of their answer) 
in stereotyped terms, interlarded with texts of 
Scripture and the places where they may be 
found and " made a note of." But not one 
pair of arms is held out across the British 
Channel (metaphorically speaking) to enfold 
Irene ; not one pair of eyes weep with her ; 
pens go and tongues wag, yet the girl 
remains, save for the knowledge of Colonel 
Mordaunt's help and presence, alone in her 
sorrow. 

During the remainder of that sad week 
she sits almost entirely in her mother's 
room ; confident, though he has not told her 
so, that everything that should be done is 
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being done by the man who has expressed 
himself so kindly towards her ; and when, 
on the day of the funeral, she meets him 
again, she feels as though he were her only 
friend. 

When the interment is over and they 
have returned to the hotel, Colonel Mor- 
daunt remarks how pale and worn the 
girl has become, and ventures to ask what 
care she has been taking of her own 
health. 

" My health ! oh, what does that signify ?" 
says Irene, as the tears well up freshly to her 
swollen eyelids. " There is nothing left for 
me to live for now." 

She has borne up bravely until to-day, for 
she is no weak creature to render herseif 
sodden by tears that cannot undo the past ; 
she is a woman made for action rather than 
regret ; but the hardest moment in life for 
self-control is that in which we return to an 
emptied home, having left all that remains 
of what we loved beneath the ground. 
The voice that made our hearts rejoice was 
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silent ; the loving eyes beamed on us no longer ; 
the warm, firm band was cold and claspless ; 
yet, we could see and toucb them. God 
only knows wbat joy and strengtb tbere 
comes from contact — and bow bard faitb is 
witbout sigbt. We look on wbat we love, 
and tbougb we bave bad evidence of its 
estrangement, still delude ourselves witb tbe 
sweet falsebood tbat it is as it ever was ; we 
lose sigbt of it, and tbougb it be as strong as 
deatb and faitbful as tbe grave, cold doubts 
will rise betwixt it and ourselves to torture 
US until we meet again. 

It is well tbe dead are buried out of 
sigbt ; eise would tbey never be forgotten. 
Human love cannot live for ever, unless 
it sees and toucbes. So Irene feels for 
tbe first time tbat sbe bas really lost ber 
motber. 

But Colonel Mordaunt bas lived longer in 
tbis World tban sbe bas, and bis "all" 
still Stands before bim, more engaging 
tban ever, in ber deep mourning and 
distress. 
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"You must not say so," he answers, 
gently. " You must let me take care of you 
now ; it was a promise made to your poor 
mother." 

"Ah! Mother, mother !" 

" My dear girl, I feel for you more than 
I can express, but I entreat you not to give 
way. Think how distressed she would be to 
See you neglecting the health she was always 
so anxious to preserve. I hear that you 
have made no regulär meals for a week past. 
This must continue no longer, you must 
permit me to alter it." 

"I will permit you to do anything that 
you think right, Colonel Mordaunt. I have 
no friend left but yourself." 

" Then I shall order dinner to be served 
for US in your sitting-room, and expect you 
to do the honours of the table." 

" Since you wish it, I will try to do 
so." 

" I do wish it, my dear cousin, for more 
rcasons than one. Mr. Walmsley, your 
mother's solicitor, will be here to-morrow ; 
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and it is quite necessary that I should have a 
little conversation with you before you meet 
him." 

" When the dinner is ready I shall be 
there." 

And in another hour Colonel Mordaimt 
and Irene St. John are seated opposite to one 
another at table. Her eyes are still red, her 
cheeks pale, and she neither eats nor talks 
much; but she is quiet and composed, and 
listens to all her cousin has to say with 
interest and attention. He does not broach 
the subject of money, however, until the 
dinner has been cleared away again, and 
they are safe from the waiters' super- 
vision. 

Then Irene draws her chair nearer to the 
open stove, for November has set in bright 
and cold : and Colonel Mordaunt, still play- 
ing with his fruit and wine, commences the 
unwelcome topic. 

" I have something to say to you, my 
dear Irene, less pleasant than important ; but 
money considerations generally are so. Have 
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you any idea of the amount of your mother's 
income ?" 

"My mother's income? Not the least. 
But it was a large one, was it not? We 
always lived so well in London." 

" Too well, I am afraid, my dear. Women 
are sadly ignorant about the management of 
money." 

" Yes, I am sure I am," she replied in- 
difFerently. " In fact, it never entered my 
head to make any inquiries on the subject. 
We had a house in Brook Street, you know, 
and our own carriage, and everything we 
could desire. I never remember poor mamma 
refusing me money in my life, or ex- 
pressing the slightest anxiety on the sub- 
ject." 

" It would have been better if she had 
done so, my dear. I had a long talk with 
her about her afFairs a week or two before 
her death ; and she was anxioüs that I 
should look into and arrange them for her. 
Your father did not leave so much behind 
him as the world thinks; and your poor 



NO INTENTIONS. 139 



mother was improvident of - the little she 
received. I am afraid, from what she told 
me, that a large portion of her principal 
was sunk during those two seasons in 
town." 

" Was it ? Well, it will signify little now. 
Whatever remains, there is sure to be enough 
for me." 

" My dear child, I am not so sure of that. 
You have been brought up in every luxury ; 
you have never known, as you said just now, 
what it is to be denied." 

"I can learn it. Others have done the 
same before me." 

" But supposing the very worst — that you 
have actually not enough to live on. What 
then?" 

" That is scarcely probable, is it ? But if 
so, I can work." 

"Work, child. Tou work to earn your 
living ? No, no ; it will never come to that ; 
you are far too beautiful. You must marry 
first." 

" What ! marry for a home ? Colon el 
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Mordaunt, you do not know me, if 
you think me capable of doing such a 
thing." 

" Why not ? Hundreds of women do it." 
"Hundreds of women seil themselves, 
you mean. Well, I am not for sale." 

" You call it by too harsh a term, Irene. 
I did not intend that you should marry any 
one in order to obtain means of support ; but 
that, if an eligible ofFer should present itself 
from some man whom you could respect, 
even if he does not exactly come up to the 
Standard you may have erected in your ima- 
gination — 
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She interrupts him quickly. 

" What Standard ? What are you talking 
of ? — what do you mean ?" 

" I was only talking generally, my dear. 
Young ladies have an ideal." 

" I am not a young lady, then ; I have 
none." 

" You have never yet known, perhaps, 
what it is to be what is called * in love,' " 
he continues, searchingly. 
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She colours, and looks annoyed. 

" Colonel Mordaunt, I thought you too 
old and wise to care to discuss such nonsense. 
Any way, I do not care to discuss it with 
you, especially to-day. Let me leave you 
for the present, and when Mr. Walmsley 
arrives, you will send and let me know." 

She is going then, but he stops her. 

"Don't be ofFended with me, my dear 
Irene." 

" OfFended ? Oh, no !" returning to place 
her hands in his. " How could I be, after all 
your great kindness to me and — to her ? I 
look upon you as a father, indeed I do, and 
could not feel ofFended at anything which 
you might please to say to me." 

As she leaves him he sighs. 

There is some little delay in the solicitor's 
appearance, during which time Colonel Mor- 
daunt's attentions to his young cousin are as 
deferential as they are devoted. Then comes 
Mr. Walmsley and his bündle of papers, by 
which his worst fears for Irene's income are 
realised; for when the various debts are 
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disposed of and the accounts made up, three 
or four thousand pounds is all the balance 
left in the banker's hands. 

" You cannot live on it ; it will be sheer 
beggary/' says Colonel Mordaunt, as he 
discloses the fact to her. 

" It will do very well. Many have less," 
is the indifferent answer. 

" Irene ! you do not know what you are 
talking about. You have always been clothed 
and fed and tended like a gentlewoman ; and 
the interest of this money will barely suffice 
to provide you with the necessaries of life. 
It is madness to imagine that you will be 
able to live upon it." 

" But what am I to do, then ?" she says, 
innocently, as she lays her hand upon his 
arm, and looks up into his face. " If I have 
no more, it musl be enough. No arguments 
can double it" 

"What are you to do.'* Oh, Irene! if I 
might teil you-^-if I only dared to teil you 
the means by which, if you so will it, you 
may be placed at once in the position which 
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befits your birth and Station, and far above 
the paltry necessity o{ ever again considering 
how you are to do anything which money 
can do for you." 

** Colonel Mordaunt !" she cries, shrinking 
from him. 

She does not profess to misunderstand his 
meaning, for it is glowing in his eyes, and 
trembling in his accents, and lighting up his 
handsome, middle-aged face, until it looks 
ten years younger than it did before ; and 
Irene is too true a woman to stoop to flatter 
her own vanity by playing on his feelings. 
There are many of her sex who pretend they 
cannot teil when a man is in love with them. 
They are either fools or hypocrites. Irene 
is neither. She sees too plainly, though for 
the first time, that the afFection Colonel 
Mordaunt bears for her is not all cousinly, 
and her natural Impulse is to shrink away. 
He perceives the action, and it goads him 
on. 

" You shrink from me ; you think, because 
I am old enough to be your father, that 
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therefore I am too old to love you. Irene! 
no boy that you have ever met has it in his 
power to conceive so deep a passion as that 
with which you have inspired me. I am 
aware that I cannot expect an answering 
feeling on your part — that for you I am only 
a middle-aged, grey-haired man ; but give 
me the right to cherish you, and I shall have 
all that I desire. You are alone; let me 
protect you : friendless ; let me take my 
place by your side : poor ; oh, my darling ! 
with what pride and pleasure should I pour 
out my riches at your feet, if you will but 
accept them at my hands !" 

"Oh, Colonel Mordaunt ! you frighten 
me. I never dreamt of this. Pray, let me 

go." 

" Not tili I have told you all. Irene ! I 

know your secret. I know that you have 

loved, and been disappointed/' 

She reddens now — reddens like a peony — 
and more from anger than from shame. 

" What right have you to say so ? Do 
you want to insult me ?" 
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*^ Is it a sin, then, of which I accuse you ? 
My dear child, when you have come to my 
^gc> you will have seen so much of this 
world's wickedness and trouble, that a girlish 
disappointment will appear . a very ordinary 
afFair to you." 

"Will it?" she answers, thoughtfuUy, 
with her eyes cast on the ground. " And 
yet I feel as though no sorrow could touch 
me in this life again." 

" But poverty and solitude, and all the 
minor evils arising from them, will aggravate 
your trouble, and make you feel it more. 
Irene, you have acknowledged that I am 
correct. Now that I know the worst, let 
me renew the ofFer I have just made you — 
let me save you from yourself." 

"Oh no! you could not do it, Colonel 
Mordaunt. I feel your kindness — your 
generosity — indeed I do ; but I could not 
marry you, even to escape worse misfortunes 
than those you have alluded to." 

"I am, then, odious to you?" he says, 
mournfully. 

VOL. I. L 
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" On the contrary, I have an affection for 
you. No, do not misunderstand my mean- 
ing. I feel most kindly towards you for the 
sake of what you have done for my dear 
mother and myself — how could I do other- 
wise ? — too kindly, indeed, to take advantage 
of the noble offer you have made me/' 

" Leave me to judge of that, Irene. You 
would cancel the debt a thousand times over 
by the present of yourself." 

" No, it is impossible. You must not 
deceive yourself. Oh, Colonel Mordaunt ! 
do not look so grieved about it For your 
sake, I will teU you what I never told to 
any mortal yet ; though, from what you say, 
my dear mother must have guessed the truth. 
I have loved, deeply, irretrievably, and in 
vain. This is a grief which would have 
well-nigh gone to break my heart, had not 
care for her prevented my indulging in it ; 
and since the necessity for restraint has been 
withdrawn, I feel it press me down so hardly, 
that I have no strength left to cope with it — 
or myself." 
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And as she finishes the confession Irene 
sinks down into the nearest chair, and Covers 
her burning face with her hands. Colonel 
Mordaunt kneels beside her. 

" My dear girl ! have I not already said 
that this fact is no impediment ? I did 
not expect to claim all your heart, Irene 
— at least, at first. Be my wife, and 
I will teach you to forget this sor- 
row." 

" Oh, never ! You do not know what 
you are speaking of. You would come 
to curse the day on which I took you at 
your Word. Dear cousin," raising her eyes, 
and placing her band upon bis Shoulder, 
"be contented with such afFection as I 
can give you. I love you now; in any 
other relation I might — hate you." 

Colonel Mordaunt rises to bis feet tes- 
tily. 

"Then you are determined to waste 
your youth dreaming of a man wbo re- 
jected your band ; to let all the world (him- 
self included) see that you are wearing 

L 2 
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the willow for a fellow who is not worthy 
of your lightest thought ; who had no con- 
sideration for you or your good name, 
and insulted your poor mother when she 
told him so? — a proper lover, indeed, for 
a woman like yourself to renounce the 
World for — a pitifui scoundrel, who is pro- 
bably laughing in his sieeve at the mortifi- 
cation he has caused you." 

He has stung her hardly there ; and he 
meant so to sting her. She Stands up 
and confronts him, tearless and majes- 
tic. 

" I don't know why you should so wound 
me. I don't know what I have done to 
deserve it, unless it is the fit reward for 
my foUy in confiding in you. I wish I 
had bitten out my tongue before I had 
told you anything; but, if you are a 
gentleman, do not make me more angry 
than I am, by alluding to it again." 

" Oh, Irene ! forgive me ; it was the 
strength of my love that induced me 
to be cruel. Only give me hope — say 
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that at some future time, when you have 
somewhat recovered this disappointment, 
perhaps, you will think of what I have 
told you, and I will try to be con- 
tented." 

"It would be madness to give hope 
where there is none. Besides, such afFairs 
as these, it is indelicate to discuss 
them so soon after my mother's death." 

"She would not say so. She died 
happy in the belief that I should be- 
friend you. Say that, by-and-by — in a 
few months' time — I may ask you again." 

"If you do, my answer can only be 
the same ; I have no heart left to give any 
one, Colonel Mordaunt." 

" Never mind the heart ! Give me your- 
self. Irene, say that I may ask you again, 
in a month's time." 

*^A month? Oh no! A month can 
make no difFerence." 

"In three months, then. It is a longer 
period than you anticipate. Give me my 
answer three months hence." 
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" Oh, why will you torture me so ! I 
shall never change my mind !" 

" Child, I know better ! I know that 
at least there is a chance ; and I cannot 
afFord to throw the smallest chance away. 
I will speak to you again in three 
months." 

" No — not in three ; in six. If I 
must repeat what I have said to-day, I 
will repeat it after six months' delibera- 
tion. Then you will know that I am in 
earnest." 

" You shall be in eamest before the time 
arrives. Irene! I am another man; you 
have given me hope !" 

" A very slight one." 

"It is enough to cling to. Ah, my 
darling! you must not think, because I 
am older than yourself, that I shall worry 
or fidget you. I am younger in heart than 
in years, Irene; and love for you has 
made me feel a boy again. Only be mine, 
and I will devote my life to making yours 
happy. And now let us talk of yourself. 
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You have refused to come to Fen Court; 
what do you intend to do ?" 

There had been a proposal, after Mrs. 
St. John's death, that Irene should go and 
stay at Colonel Mordaunt's house, Fen 
Court, which was presided over by his sister, 
Miss Isabella Mordaunt ; and the girl, 
before she guessed at the nature of her 
cousin's afFection for her, had half agreed 
to do so ; but now she shrinks from the 
idea as a lamb might shrink from going to 
picnic in a lion's den ; and it has become 
necessary to think of some other residence 
for her. 

" I shall accept the ofFer of my aunt, 
Mrs. Cavendish, to go and stay a few weeks 
at Norwood. Perhaps I may make some 
arrangement about living with her. I have 
thought of nothing yet." 

" But why choose Mrs. Cavendish, with 
her heap of children, in that duU subur- 
ban house ? It is so unlike what you have 
been accustomed to ; you will be bored 
out of your life. I should have thought 
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your other aunt, Mrs. Campbell, with that 
nice litde place in Clarges Street, would 
have been a far more suitable chaperon for 
you." 

" Chaperon ! what do I want with a 
chaperon ? Do you suppose I am going to 
run about to theatres and parties before 
I have changed my first mouming? Be- 
sides, I hate London. I • shall not mind 
the dulness of Norwood ; it will be in ac- 
cordance with my feelings." 

" Ah, my dear ; you're very young. Ten 
more years in this world will teach you to 
try all you can to disperse a grief, 
instead of sitting down to nurse it. But 
I suppose you must have your own way — 
at least, for six months," with a sly glance 
that has no power to make Irene smile. 
" When will you Start ?" 

"As soon as possible. I want to get 
out of this miserable city as quickly as I 
can. Can we go to-morrow?" 

" Well with a little energy, I daresay 

we can. But you are not fit for much 
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exertion. I must pack your things for 
you." 

'^ Oh no ! I could not let you do so. 
Besides, you have your own." 

" I shall do my own, and yours too. If 
you persist in refusing, the only thing is — 
we can't go." 

" But I thought you had a particular en- 
gagement this afternoon with your old friend 
Comte de Marigny ?" 

" My old friend must give way to my 
young friend." 

" How good you are to me. I do not 
deserve it." 

" You deserve it all, and far more, if I 
could give it. But it is not all disinterested- 
ness, you know, Irene. I want a heavy 
price for my devotion." 

She colours, sighs, and turns away. In 
another couple of days she is installed as 
temporary inmate of her aunt's house at 
Norwood. 



CHAPTER IX. 

HOW am I to describe Fen Court, 
in Leicestershire ? And yet I must 
try to bring the place, which will be the 
scene of so many of the events in this 
history, clearly before the mind's eye of my 
reader. The house itself, which Stands in 
the village of Priestley, about ten miles from 
one of the principal county towns, is neither 
old nor modern ; but may have been built 
in the early part of the present Century. It 
is a substantial white manor, not picturesque 
or romantic looking, but eminently com- 
fortable — at least, from the outside. It has 
a bold porch, and large Windows, some of 
which open to the ground: a conservatory 
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on one side, leading to a billiard-room, and 
a library upon the other. It is fronted by 
a thick shrubbery, a noble grass-plot, above 
which droop cedar trees, and a broad drive, 
kept hard as iron. To the left are the 
Stahles and the kennel, planted out by 
shrubs, but close at band; the right leads, 
by a dark winding path, to the back of 
the house, where a fine lawn, surrounded 
by flower-beds, slopes down towards a lake 
with an artificial Island on it, which is 
reached by a rustic bridge ; beyond which 
lie the farm buildings and their ungainly 
accessories. 

So far, Fen Court appears to be all that 
could be desired; and had been purchased 
eagerly by Colonel Mordaunt on his Coming 
into his money, resigning the Service, and 
settling at home. 

But the inside of the Court has one great 
fault — it is, notwithstanding the sums of 
money which have been spent on its equip- 
ment, irremediably ugly and dull. The 
house contains every comfort, having a long. 



I 
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well-stocked library, a vast dining-room, 
cheerfnl breakfast-parlour, and marvellously- 
furnished drawing-room. When I say mar- 
vellously, I do not mean in marvellous good 
taste. Colonel Mordaunt has never indulged 
in personal Hobbies (except in the stables and 
hunting-field). There are pictures on the 
walls of Fen Court, but he seldom looks at 
them, and hardly knows their painters' names. 
He ridicules the idea of any one caring for 
old china and glass ; has never heard of bric- 
a-brac ; and calls a love for worm-eaten oak 
or ebony sheer foUy. Give him a well-built 
house, free from draughts and smoky chim- 
neys ; let Druce or Maple furnish it accord- 
ing to his own taste, and the best of his 
ability, and he could wish for nothing 
more. 

And up to a certain point Colonel Mor- 
daunt is right. Home comforts — good beds 
and lots of blankets, spotless table-linen, and 
very hot plates — are worth all the Venetian 
glass and marqueterie in the world, if we 
cannot combine the two. But he never tries. 
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and never has tried to combine them; and 
his sister takes no more trouble than he does. 
The Stahles of Fen Court are perfect in all 
their fittings and arrangements ; so are the 
kenneis ; so are the sleeping and eating, and 
sitting apartments of the human part of 
the establishment ; onljr men and women 
(some men and women that is to say) 
occasionally feel the want of more than 
bodily comfort. 

Yet no one in Fen Court seems to miss 
sweet Sounds, and all the pretty graceful 
nothings that throw a nameless charm on the 
apartments presided over by a woman of 
taste. 

Miss Mordaunt is decidedly not a woman 
of taste. She is only a poor weak-spirited 
dependent pn her brother's will and pleasure, 
and the tyranny of Mrs. Quekett, the house- 
keeper. Mrs. Quekett is an awful woman ; 
it is she that clothes those unhappy chairs 
and sofas in the drawing-room in brown- 
hoUand Covers, so that no one has ever seen 
their blue satin glories exposed to daylight. 
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and drapes the chandeliers in gauzy petti- 
coats, like gold-beaters' skin, and pins yellow 
muslin round the picture-frames, until the 
room looks like the back parlour of a public- 
house ; or the State apartment set aside for 
the reception of new customers in a young 
ladies' school. 

It is Rebecca Quekett who decides how 
much butter shall be consumed per week at 
the Court breakfast table, and how much 
Cream in the cofFee after dinner ; which 
servants shall be retained, and which dis- 
charged; which bed-rooms shall be used, 
and which left tenantless ; and it is to 
Rebecca Quekett, and not to Miss Mordaunt 
that every one refers for everything that 
may be required for the household, from 
a clean duster up to a new Brüssels 
carpet. 

Colonel Mordaunt, even, paramount 
amongst his dogs and horses, and hunting 
friends, is nothing inside Fen Court; and 
his sister is less than nothing — she is but an 
instrument in the hands of the most despotic 
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of mistresses. For what tyranny can exceed 
the tyranny of an over-fed and indulged 
menial ; of the inferior who, for some reason 
best known to ourselves, we have permitted 
to climb above us ; of the servant of whom, 
being master of our family secrets, we seem 
in greater than bodily fear, lest he or she 
should take advantage of the Situation, by 
wielding illegal influenae above our unhappy 
heads with a satisfaction that knows no 
remorse ? 

But let Mrs. Quekett speak for herseif 
It is January. Colonel Mordaunt has 
been home from his Continental trip for more 
than two months, and the hunting-season 
still engrosses most of his time and thought 
— at least, to all appearances. 

Ten o'clock in the morning ; the break- 
fast, at which several gentlemen in pink 
have dropped in accidentally, is over; and 
the master of the hounds, surrounded by his 
pack of friends and dogs and retainers, has 
ridden away down the broad gravelled drive. 



i6o NO INTENTIONS. 

out itito the open country, and Miss Mor- 
daunt has Fen Court to herseif. 

She is a woman of about five-and-forty ; 
not ill-favoured, but with a contracted and 
attenuated figure, and a constant look of 
deprecatory fear upon her countenance, which 
go far to make her so. Indeed, she is worse 
than ill-favoured, för she is uninteresting. 
Some of the plainest women in the world 
have been the most fascinating. Miss Mor- 
daunt fascinates no one, except with a desire 
to know why she should pass through life 
with an expression as though she were 
silently entreating every one she meets not 
to kick her. The world has not dealt harder 
with her than with most, but whenever she 
has been smitten on the right cheek, she has 
so pertinaciously turned the left, that her 
fellow-creatures have smitten her again, out 
of sheer vice. Every body knows what it 
is to wish to kick a dog who puts his tail 
between his legs before he has been spoken 
to. Humility is Christian ; but, in a world 
of business, it doesn't " pay." 
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Miss Mordaunt being left alone, looks 
anxiously about the room, locks up the tea 
and sugar as though she were committing a 
theft, puUs the bell — with the faintest of 
tinldes at first, but afterwards, finding it is 
not answered, somewhat more boldly — and 
as the servant enters, says, apologetically — 

" I think, James — as your master is gone, 
and the breakfast is over — I think perhaps 
you had better clear away." 

" Very well, Miss," replies James, with 
stolid indifFerence, as he puts the chairs back 
against the wall, and proceeds to busi- 
ness. 

Miss Mordaunt glances about her, once 
or twice, uncertainly, and then, with a ner- 
vous grin at James, who takes no notice of 
the proceeding, glides from the room. 

In another second she is back again. 

" Is Quekett — do you know, James — 
in the kitchen, or the housekeeper's room ?" 

"I believe Mrs. Quekett is not down- 
stairs at all yet, Miss." 

" Oh, very well ! it is no matter, James : 

VOL. I. M 
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it does not in the least signify. Thank 
you, James !" and Miss Mordaunt re- 
vanishes. 

She does not pass into the garden or enter 
her own apartment: she goes straight up- 
stairs and knbcks at the door of one of the 
best bed-rooms. 

" Come in !" says a voice that has been 
so used ta lay down the law that it cannot 
speak except authoritatively ; but as Miss 
Mordaunt appears, it attempts to modify 
its tone. "Oh! is it you, Miss? Pray 
come in. Past ten o'clock! Well, Vm 
sure I had no idea it was so late." 

Mrs. Quekett, clothed in a stufF dressing- 
gown and laced night-cap, is seated by the 
fire : her breakfast-tray is by her side and a 
footstool under her feet ; nor does she make 
the least pretence of rising from her chair 
as her so-called mistress advances towards 
her. 

The room (as I have said before) is one 
of the most comfortable in Fen Court, and 
is furnished with mahogany and French 
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chintz and Kidderminster : so much of it 
belongs to Druce, or Maple, but it is further 
decorated in a fashion of which those gentle- 
men have been quite guiltlcss ; for pictures 
hang about the walls ; carved oaken brackets, 
Holding statuettes or china, fill up the 
recesses ; and a French clock and candelabra 
adorn the mantelpiece. Presents from her 
numerous employers — slight testimonies of 

her worth from the Duchess of B , and 

my Lady C : so Mrs. Quekett is wont 

to describe these Ornaments: spoils from 
the various battle-fields through which she 
has fought her way in life — so an unpre- 
judiced observer would say. And on either 
side the mirror are displayed photographs 
in frames : young men and maidens ; old 

men and children: "Dear Lord X , 

and the Hon. Richard A , and Lady 

Viola." To set Mrs. Quekett ofF on the 
subject of her photographs, is to hear her 
talk " Court Circular" for at least an hour, 
and finish with the intelligence that, with 
the exception of his poor dear father, she 

M 2 . 
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has never "bemeaned" herseif by living 
in an untitied family before Colonel Mor- 
daunt's. 

Miss Mordaunt addresses her timidly : 

" How are you this morning, Quekett — 
is your head better ?" 

"Well, Miss, I can hardly say before I 
get up and move about a bit. It's very 
cold — isn't it ?" 

" Bitterly cold ; the wind is due north." 

"Ah! I thought so. I don't think I 
shall be down just yet. Will you give 
the Cook directions about the luncheon, 
Miss Mordaunt ? — I shall be in time to see 
to the dinner." 

" But the tradesmen will want their orders, 
Quekett." 

" Well, the Cook can come up to me for 
that. I suppose the Colonel won't be home 
to luncheon." 

" I don't know — I can't say. I didn't ask 
him — but perhaps — I should think — " 

"Oh, it's no good thinking, Miss. If 
he hasn't left directions, he must put up 
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with the inconvenience. Were there any 
gentlemcn to breakfast this morning ?" 

"Well, Quekett, there were one or two 
— three or four, perhaps ; but no one could 
help it — at least, Fm sure Philip didn't ask 
them; for Mr. Rogers rode up just as we 
sat down, and — " ^ 

" It could be helped well enough, if the 
Colonel had a grain of sense. A pack of 
fellows to eat him out of house and home, 
and nothing to show for it. I Warrant 
they Ve cut my new ham down to the bone. 
And which of 'em would give the Colonel 
a breakfast before he sets out hunting, I 
should like to know." 

"Oh, Quekett! Philip does dine with 
them sometimes: it was only last week he 
received invitations from the Capels and the 
Stewarts." 

" And what's the good of that ? Gives 
everything and takes nothing in return. 
And, by-the-way, is it true, Miss, that 
there's talk about Master Oliver spending 
his Easter here again ?" 
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" Tm sure I don't know. You had better 
ask Philip, Quekett. I have nothing to 
do with Master Oliver. I daresay it's a 
mistake. Who told you about it ?" 

"That don't in the least signify: but 
things can't go on like this, and so I shall 
teil the Colonel. There are some people I 
can't live in the same house with, and 
Master Oliver's one. And it won't be the 
better for him, I expect, if I have to leave 
through his means." 

Miss Mordaunt is trenribling all over. 

" Oh, Quekett ! it will never come to 
that. You know how anxious Philip is to 
make you comfortable, or to do anything to 
please you, that — that — is reasonable." 

"Reasonable, Miss Mordaunt! Well, 
I'm not likely to ask anything as is not 
reasonable. I was fifteen years in the Service 
of the Colonel's father, and I came to Pen 
Court, as every one knows, much against 
my own interests, and only to please those 
as had a sort of claim on me. And then to 
be told that Mr. Philip will do anything to 
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please me as is reasonable, is rather too much 
to put up with." And here Mrs. Quekett 
showed Symptoms of boiling. 

" Oh, pray don't say that, Quekett ! I 
daresay my brother never thought of having 
Master Oliver here ; and, if he did, that he 
will put ofF his visit to a more convenient 
opportunity." 

" Well, I hope so, Tm sure ; for IVe 
no wish to see him hanging about here for 
a month. And I think, Miss, that if this 
is all you have to say to me, perhaps Td 
better be getting up and looking after the 
house matters myself; for I don't suppose 
there'll be a bit left in the larder, now that 
the Colonel has been feeding a pack of 
wolves at breakfast." 

Miss Mordaunt, making no pretence of 
resentment, flies as though she had been 
ordered to disappear. 

At noon, Mrs. Quekett descends to the 
housekeeper's room, which — by means of 
furniture cribbed from other apartments, hot 
luncheons and suppers, and friends to par- 
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take of them whenever she feels disposed to 
issue her invitations — is as comfortable and 
convivial a retreat as any to be found in 
Fen Court. Mrs. Quekett, too, presents 
an appearance quite in accordance with the 
presiding deity of a servants' feast. Tall, 
well-formed, and well-dressed, with a face 
that has been handsome and a complexion 
that is not entirely guiltless of aid, she 
looks fitted to hold a high position among 
menials — and she holds it, a trifle too 
highly. Her dominant, overbearing temper 
makes her at once feared and hated in the 
servants' hall, and each domestic is ready 
to abuse her behind her back and to rake 
up old dead scandals, which might well be 
permitted to lie forgotten amongst the ashes 
of the past. As she enters her sanctum, a 
dish of stewed kidneys and a glass of stout 
are placed before her, with punctuality ; 
but it is well, as she came down-stairs, 
that she did not hear the cook ordering 
the kitchen-maid to take in the ' cat's meat' 
without delay. Somebody eise in the kitchen 
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hears the remark, however, and laughs — 
not loudly but discordantly — and the harsh 
sound reaches the housekeeper's ears. 

"Who's that?" she demands, sharply, 
" Mrs. Cray ? Teil her she is to come here 
and speak to me/' 




CHAPTER X. 

MRS. CRAY is a hard-featured, angular 
woman, with rather a defiant cast 
of countenance, but she obeys the sum- 
mons to the housekeeper's room promptly 
enough, bringing a huge basket, the emblem 
of her trade, which is that of a laundress, 
beneath her arm. 

"And pray what may you be doing in 
the kitchen at this time of day, Mrs. 
Cray?" commences Mrs. Quekett, uncover- 
ing the kidneys. 

"Tm doing what it would be well as 
every one did, mum — minding my own 
business." 

"Don't speak to me in that tone of 
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voice. You can't have any business here 
on Tuesday, unless you neglected to send 
the servants' things home in time again 
last week." 

" No, mum, I didn't neglect to send 
the servants' things home in time again 
last week," replies Mrs. Cray, with insolent 
repetition ; " and my business here to-day 
is to get the money that's due to me; 
and if that ain't my business, Tm sure I 
don't know what is. There's three weeks 
owing, and Tm sure it can't be by the 
Colonel's wish that a poor hard-working 
creature as I am is kept waiting day after 
day in this manner." 

*^It's your own fault if you are. Fve 
told you several times that if you want your 
bill paid, you must come up between seven 
and eight every Saturday evening, and fetch 
the money." 

"And Fve told you, mum, that I can't 
do it ; and if you had six children to wash 
and put to bed, besides grown sons 
a-coming home for their suppers, and the 
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place to ruddle up, and all with one 
pair of hands, you couldn't do it 
neither." 

" What's your niece about that she can't 
help you ?" 

Mrs. Cray looks sulky directly. 

"A hulking young womati like that!** 
continues the housekeeper, with her mouth 
füll of toast and kidney, "idling about 
the village/ and doing nothing to earn her 
living. I am quite surprised you should 
put up with it. Why don't she come up 
for the money ? I suppose she can read 
and write ?" 

" Oh, she can read and write fast enough 
— better than many as thinks themselves 
above her — but she can't come up of Satur- 
days, for a very good reason — that she ain't 
here." 

" Not here ! Where is she gone to ?" 

" That's her business, mum, and not 
ours. Not but what Tm put out about 
it, I must own ; but she was always a 
one to have her own way, she was. 
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and I suppose it will be so to the 
end." 

" Her own way, indeed ; and a nice 
way she's likely to make of it, tramping 
about the country by herseif. You should 
take better care of her, Mrs. Cray." 

Now Mrs. Cray, a virago at home and 
abroad, has one good quality — she can 
stick up for her own relations; and Mrs. 
Quekett's remark upon her niece's propensity 
for rambling raises all her feelings in defence 
of the absent. 

" She's as well able to look after herseif, 
my niece is, as many that wear silken gowns 
upon their backs — ay, and better too. Take 
more care of her, indeed ! It's all very well 
to give good advice, but them as preaches 
had better practise. That's what I say ?" 

" I don't know what you mean," says 
Mrs. Quekett, who knows so well that 
the glass of porter she is lifting to 
her lips jingles against her false teeth. 

" Well, if you don't know, mum, I don't 
know who should. Anyways, I want my 
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three weeks' money, and I stays here tili I 
gets it." 

" You shall not have a sixpence until 
you learn to keep a civil tongue in your 
head." 

"Then I shall have to send my Joel 
up to talk to the Colonel about it." 

"He will not see the Colonel unless I 
give him permission. You're a disgrace 
to the village-^you and your family — 
and the sooner Priestley is quit of the 
lot of you the better." 

" Oh, it's no talking of your's, mum, as 
will turn us out, though you do think your- 
seif so much above them as wouldn't stoop 
to eat with you. There's easy ways for 
some people to get riches in this world ; 
but we're not thieves yet, thank God, nor 
shan't begin to be, even though there are 
some who would keep honest folks out 
of the money they've lawfully earned." 

Conceive Mrs. Quekett's indignation. 

" How dare you be so insolent ?" she 
exclaims, all the blood in her body rush- 
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ing to her face. It requires something 
more than the assumption of superiority 
to enable one to bear an inferior's insult 
with dignity. 

Mrs. Quekett grows as red as a turkey- 
cock. 

" Insolent !" cries Mrs. Cray. " Why, 
what do you call talking of my niece after 
that fashion, then? Do you think Fve 
got no more feeling for my own 
fiesh and blood than you have your- 
self?" 

" Mary !" screams Mrs. Quekett from 
the open door, "go upstairs at once and 
fetch me the washing-book that lies on 
the side table in my bedroom." 

" Oh yes, your bedroom, indeed !" con- 
tinues the infuriated laundress. " I suppose 
you think as we don't know why youVe 
got the best one in the house, and not a 
Word Said to you about it. You couldn't 
teil no tales, you couldn't, about the old 
man as is dead and gone, nor the young 
'un as wears his shoes ; only you dursn't 



176 NO INTENTIONS. 



to, because you're all tarred with the same 
brush. You thinks yourself a lady as 
may call poor folks bad names; but 
the worst name as you ever give a 
body would be too good for your- 
self." 

All of which vituperation is bawled into 
the housekeeper's ears by Mrs. Cray's least 
dulcet tones, whilst Mrs. Cray's hard- 
working fists are placed defiantly upon her 
hips. By the time Mary returns with the 
washing-book Mrs. Quekett is trembling 
all over. 

" Take your money, woman," she says, 
in a voice which fear has rendered wonder- 
fuUy mild, compared to that of her Op- 
ponent, "and never let me see your face, 
nor the face of any one that belongs to 
you again." 

" That's as it may be," retorts Mrs. 
Cray ; "and, any way, we're not be- 
holden to you, nor any such dirt, for our 
living." 

" You'U never get it here again. Not a 
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bit of washing goes over the threshold to 
your house from this time forward, and TU 
dismiss any servant who dares to disobey 
mer 

"Oh, you needn't fear, mum, as TU 
ask 'em. There's other washing in Leices- 
tershire, thank God, besides the Court's ; 
and, as for your own rags, I wouldn't 
touch 'em if you were to pay me in gold. 
You'U come to want yourself before long, 
and be glad to wash other people's clothes 
to earn your bread; and I wish I may 
live to see it !" With which final shout, 
Mrs. Cray pockets her money, Shoulders 
her basket, and marches out of Fen Court 
kitchen. 

This interview has quite upset the house- 
keeper, who leaves more than half her 
luncheon on the table, and goes upstairs 
to her bedroom, in order to recover her 
equanimity. 

"Serve her right," is the verdict of the 
kitchen while Mary finishes the kidneys 
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and porter and repeats the laundress' compli- 
mcnts verbatim. 

** rd have given something to hear 
Mothcr Cray pitch into the old cat." 

" Only hope it'll spoil her dinner." 

" No fear of that She'd eat if she was 
dying/' 

And so on, and so on ; the general 
fceling for the housekeeper being that of 
detcstation. ' 

It takes longer than usual for Mrs. 
Quckett to calm her ruffled dignity, for she 
is unaware how much the servants have 
ovcrhcard of the discussion between her 
and Mrs. Cray, nor how much they will 
bclicvc of it. So she remains upstairs for 
more than an hour ; and when she descends 
again she has changed her dress ; for in a 
black satin gown, with a blonde lace cap 
ornamcntcd with pink flowers, who amongst 
the lowcr menials would presume to ques- 
tion either her authority or her virtue ? 

She does not forget what has passed, 
howcvcr, It rctums upon her every now 
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and then during the afternoon, with an 
unpleasant feeling of insecurity ; and when 
— the Court dinner being concluded — she 
makes her way up to Colonel Mordaunt's 
private sitting-room, she is just in the mood 
to make herseif very disagreeable. The 
room in question is called the study, though 
it is very little study that is ever accom- 
plished within its walls; but it is here that 
the Colonel usually sits in the evening 
Smoking his pipe, looking over the stable 
and farm accounts, and holding Interviews 
with his head groom, kennel-keeper and 
bailifF. 

He does not seem over and above pleased 
at the abrupt entrance of Mrs. Quekett ; 
but he glances up from his newspaper and 
nods. 

"Well, Quekett! have you anything to 
say to me ? Time to settle the housekeeping 
bills again, eh ?" 

"No, Colonel. If I remember rightly, 
we settled those only last week," replies 
Mrs. Quekett, as she quietly seats herseif 
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in the chair opposite her master. "My 
business here is something quite difFerent. 
I want to put a question to you, Colonel. 
I want to know if it's true that you've 
asked Master Oliver down to Fen Court 
for Easter this year ?" 

Why doesn't Colonel Mordaunt act as 
nine hundred and ninety-nine men out of 
a thousand would have acted under similar 
circumstances ? Why doesn't he resent the 
impertinence of this inquiry by the curt 

but emphatic remark, " What the d 1 is 

that to you ?" 

He is not a timid, shrinking creature 
like his sister : he could talk glibly enough, 
and plead his own cause bravely enough, 
when in the presence of Irene St. John ; 
what remembrance, what knowledge is it 
that comes over him when confronted with 
this menial, that he should twist his paper 
about to hide his countenance, and answer 
almost evasively : 

"Well, Quekett, I did think of asking 
him! It would only be for a few days. 
There's no objection, is there ?" 
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"I think there's a very great objection, 
Colonel. Master Oliver's not a gentleman 
as I can get on with at all. The house is 
not like itself whilst he's hanging about it, 
with his bad manners, and his tobaccer, 
and his drink." 

"Come, come, Quekett, I think you're 
a little hard upon the boy. Think how 
young he is, and under what disadvantages 
he has laboured ! He is fond of his pipe 
and his nonsense, I know; but it doesn't 
go too far ; you'U allow that." 

" I don't allow nothing of the sort, Colonel. 
I think Master Oliver's ' nonsense,' as 
you call it, goes a great deal too far. He's 
an ill-mannered, impertinent, puny upstart 
— that's my opinion — as wants a deal of 
bringing down ; and he'll have it one day, 
if he provokes me too far ; for as sure 
as my name's Rebecca Quekett, TU let him 
know that " 

" Hush !" says Colonel Mordaunt, in a 
prolonged whisper, as he rises and examines 
the door to see if it is fast shut. " Quekett, 
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my good creature! you forget how loud 
you are talking." 

«Oh! I don't forget it, Colonel. IVe 
too good a memory for that. And don't 
you set Master Oliver on to me, or I 
may raise my voice a little louder yet." 

**I set him on! How can you think 
so? I have never spoken to him of you 
but in terms of the greatest respect. If 
I thought Oliver really meant to be rüde 
to you, I should be exceedingly angry with 
him. But it is only his fun !" 

"Well, whether it's fun or eamest, I 
don't mean to put up with it any more, 
Colonel ; so, if Oliver is to come here next 
Easter, I shall tum ouL Lady Baldwin 
will be only too glad to have me for the 
season: I had a letter from her on the 
subject as late aslast week." 

Colonel Mordaunt dreads the occasional 
Visits which Mrs. Quekett pays to her titled 
patronesses. She never leaves the Court, 
except in a bad temper. And when Mrs. 
Quekett is in a bad temper, she is very 
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apt to be communicative on the subject of 
her fancied wrongs. And tittle-tattle, for 
many reasons, Colonel Mordaunt system- 
atically discountenances. 

"You muötn't talk of that, Quekett. 
What should we do without you? You 
are my right hand !" 

"I don't know about that, Sir. I have 
had my suspicions lately that youVe looking 
out for another sort of a right hand, beside 



me." 



Colonel Mordaunt Starts with surprise, 
and colours. The housekeeper's sharp eyes 
detect his agitation. 

"Fm not so far wrong, am I, Colonel? 
The post-bag can teil tales, though it hasn't 
a tongue. And I shall be obliged if you'U 
let me have the truth, that I may know 
how I am expected to act." 

"What do you mean, Quekett? I don't 
understand you." 

" Oh, yes, you do, Colonel ; but TU 
put it plainer, if you like. Are you think- 
ing of marrying ?" 
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" Really, Quekett, you are so — " 

" Lord alive, man !" exclaims the house- 
keeper, throwing ofF all restraint ; " you 
can't pretend not to understand me at your 
age. You must be thinking of it, or not 
thinking of it. What do all those letters 
to Miss St. John mean, if you're not court- 
ing her ? There's as many as three a week, 
if there's one ; and when a man's come to 
your time of life he don't write letters for 
mere pleasure — " 

" No, Quekett, no ; but business, you 
know — business must be attended to. And 
I was left a sort of guardian to my young 
Cousin, so — " 

" Fiddle-de-dee !" is the sharp rejoinder. 
" You can't stufF me up with such nonsense, 
Colone!. Are you going to marry this lady, 
or not ?" 

"Going! No, certainly not going, Que- 
kett." 

'^ But do you want to marry her ? Do you 
mean to ask her?" 

" Well, the thought has crossed my mind, 
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I must say. Not but everything is very un- 
certain, of course — very uncertain." 

" Oh !" says the housekeeper, curtly ; and 
is silent. 

"Quekett," resumes her master, after a 
pause, " if it should be, you know, it could 
make no difFerence to you ; could it ? It 
would be rather pleasanter, on the whole. • 
Fen Court is a duU place at times, very duU ; 
and you and Isabella are not the best of 
friends. A young lady would brighten up 
the house, and make it more cheerful for us 
all. Don't you think so ?" 

** Oh, much more cheerful, doubtless," is 
the sarcastic reply. "And, pray, Colonel, 
may I ask, in case of this very desiräble event 
taking place, what do you intend to do about 
Master Oliver?" 

"About my — nephew?" 

" About your — nephew ; yes. Is he to be 
allowed to spend his holidays at the Court, 
as usual, upsetting our comfort, and turning 
the house topsy-turvy ?" 

" Well, IVe hardly thought of that, Que- 
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kett. I suppose it would be as — as — she 
wished." 

"Oh! very well, Colonel. I understand 
you : and if Fen Court is to be given over 
to a boy and girl like that, why, the sooner 
Fm out of it the better. It's hard enough 
that I should have to look for another hörne 
at my time of life ; but it would be harder 
to stay and have a young mistress and master 
put over my head. Fifteen years I lived 
with your poor father, Colonel, and never a 
Word with any of the family; and when I 
consented to come here, it was on the ex- 
press condition, as you may well remember, 
that -" 

" Stay, Quekett ; not so fast I have only 
told you what I contemplated doing. No- 
thing is settled yet, nor likely to be ; and I 
thought it would annoy you. Why, you 
know, Quekett, for my father 's sake, and — 
and various other reasons, how highly we all 
esteem your Services ; and I should be most 
concerned if I thought anything would part 
US. Even if I do marry, I shall take care 
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that everything with respect to yourself re- 
mains as it has ever done ; and as for Master 
Oliver, why, TU write at once and teil him it 
is not convenient he should come here at 
Easter. He wished to visit us this vear ; but 
nothing is of more importance to me than 
your comfort, nor should be, after the long 
period during which you have befriended my 
father and myself. Pray be easy, Quekett. 
Since you desire it, Master Oliver shall not 
come to Fen Court." 

The housekeeper is pacified : she rises from 
her seat with a smile. 

" Well, Colonel, I am sure it will be for 
the best, both for Master Oliver and our- 
selves. And as for your marriage, all I can 
say is, I wish you good luck ! 'Tisn't just 
what I expected ; but I know you too well to 
believe you'd let anything come between us 
after so many years together." 

And more than ever certain of her power 
over the master of Fen Court, Mrs. Quekett 
bids him a gracious good-night, and retires 
to her own room. 
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When the door has closed behind her, 
Colonel Mordaunt turns the key, and, leaning 
back in his chair, delivers himself over to 
thought. Painful thought, apparently ; for 
more than once he takes out his handker- 
chief, and passes it over his brow. He sits 
thus for more than an hour, and when he 
rises to seek his own apartment his eoun- 
tenance is still uneasy and perturbed. 

" Poor Oliver !" he thinks, as he does so. 
" Poor unhappy boy ! what can I do to 
rectify the errors of his life, or put hope in 
the future for him ? Never have I so much 
feit my responsibility. If it were not for 
Irene, I could almost — but, no, I cannot give 
up that hope yet, not until she crushes it 
without a Chance of revival ; and then, per- 
haps — well, then I shall feel unhappy and 
desperate enough to defy Old Nick him- 
self" 

Colonel Mordaunt does not say all this 
rhodomontadc : he only thinks it ; and if all 
our thoughts were written down, the world 
would be surprised to find how dramatically 
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it talks to itself. It is only when we are 
called upon to clothe our thoughts with lan- 
guage that vanity Steps in to make us halt 
and stammer. If we thought less of what 
others think of us, and more of what we 
desire to say, we should all speak more ele- 
gantly, if not grammatically. O vanity! 
curse of mankind — extinguisher to so many 
noble purposes: how many really brilliant 
minds stop short of excellency, stifled out of 
all desire for improvement, or idea of its 
possibility, by your sufFocating breath ! Why, 
even here is a platitude into which my vanity 
has betrayed me: but for the sake of its 
moral I will leave it. 




CHAPTER XL 

« 1 3 UT why choose Mrs. Cavendish, with 
I J her heap of children, in that dull 
suburban house ? You will be bored out of 
your life." 

How often have those words of Colonel 
Mordaunt returned durin g the last six months 
upon Irene St. John's mind ! 

How intolerable have the children, the 
governess, the suburban society (the very 
worst of all society!), the squabbles, the 
tittle-tattle, the eternal platitudes, become to 
her ? Acquaintances who " drop in " when- 
ever they feel so disposed, and hear nothing 
new between the occasions of their " dropping 
in/' are the most terrible of all domestic 
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scourges, thc celebrated dropping of a drop 
of water on the victim's head, or King Solo- 
mon's " droppings " on the window-pane, 
are metaphors which grow feeble in compari- 
son ! Irritating to a strong mind, what do 
they not become to that which has been 
enfeebled by sufFering. And Irene's mind, 
at this juncture, is at the lowest ebb. From 
having gone as a visitor to her aunt's house, 
she has come to look upon it as her home, 
for after the first few weeks, Mrs. Cavendish, 
pleased with her niece's society, proposed she 
should take up her residence at Norwood, 
paying her share of the household expenses. 
What eise had the girl to do ? What better 
prospect was there in störe for her ? Friend- 
less, alone, and heart-broken, it had seemed at 
first as though in this widowed house, where 
the most discordant sound that broke the air 
was the babble of the children's voices, she 
had found the refuge from the outer world 
she longed for. Her father and mother were 
gone. Eric Keir was gone; everything she 
cared for in this life was gone. She had but 
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one desire — to be left in pcace witb. metnory 
—so Irene believed on first returning from 
Bnxsseb to Engiand. Bat such a State of 
mind is unnatoral to the young^ and cannot 
last for ever. By tfae time we meet her 
again, she Is intolerant of the solitude and 
quiet, It does not soothe — it makes her 
restless and unhappy — that is because she 
has ceased to bewail the natural grief. 
Heaven takes care of its own, and with 
each poisoa sends an antidote; and the 
unnatural pain — the pain that diis worid's 
injustice has forced opon her, is once more 
in the ascendant, crushing what is best and 
softest in her natore. 

There is no more difficult task for the 
pen than to describc, feithfully and credibly, 
the interior working of a fellow-creature's 
mind ; for it is only those who have passed 
throxigh the phase of feeling written of that 
will believe in it. And yet it is not neces- 
sary to draw from one's own experience for 
life pictures. An artist desirous to illustrate 
a scene of suffering and sorrow, need not 
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have sufFered and have sorrowed, but goes 
boldly amongst the haunts where such things 
are (it is not far to go) until he finds them : 
so must the author, to be realistic, possess 
the power to read men's hearts and cha- 
racters, to work out the mysterious problem 
of the lives and actions that often lie so 
widely severed — to account for the stränge 
Union of smiling ups and aching hearts — of 
the light morning jest and the bitter mid- 
night sobbing. 

There is no more curious study than that 
of psychology. O ! the wonderful contradic- 
tions; the painful inconsistencies ; the wide, 
wide gulf that is fixed between our souls and 
the World. It is enough to make one believe in 
M. Rowel's theory that hell consists in being 
made transparent. One can scarcely determine 
which would be worse — to have one's own 
thoughts laid bare, or to see through one's 
friends. 

Irene St. John's soul is a puzzle, even to 
herseif. The first dead weight of oppression 
that foUowed her mother's burial lifted from 
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her mind, the blank sense of nothingness 
dispersed, she wakes to find the necessity for 
restraint withdrawn, and (as she told Colonel 
Mordaunt) the old grief pressing her down 
so hardly, she has no strength to cope with it. 

Mistress of herseif; free to think, and act, 
and lock as her heart dictates, she has leisure 
to contemplate and dissect and analyse the 
haunting query, "Why?" Why did Eric 
Keir seek her Company — why ask her friend- 
ship — why intimate, if not assert, he loved 
her? 

Was the fault on her side ? Had she given 
him too much encouragement — been too 
pleased to meet him — talk to him, answer 
the tender questioning of his eyes? Or 
had he a design against her ? Was he really 
so cold-hearted, so shallow, so deceitful, as to 
affect a part to ensure the empty triumph of 
winning her — for nothing. In fancy, with 
glowing cheek and bright feverish eyes, she 
traces again and again each scene in that sad 
episode of her existence, until she reaches the 
culminating point, and hears once more her 
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mother's words, " He means nothing by it 
all;" and the glow dies out to be replaced 
by pallor. 

And then comes the last question of the 
anguished spirit — the question that rises to 
so many white lips every day, " Why does 
Heaven permit such unnecessary pain? Is 
there really a Father-heart up there above, 
beating for and with our own ?" I have said 
that this woman is no weak creature, ready 
to sink to the earth beneath the first blow 
from Fate's mallet. 

Does this phase of her character belie the 
assertion ? I think not. Strong bodies fight 
and struggle with the disease under which 
weak Frames succumb, and muscular souls 
wrestle with and writhe under an affliction 
which feeble souls may sufFer but not 
feel. 

When Irene St. John had her mother to 
Support as well as herseif, she stood upright 
and smiled ; now that the incentive for action 
is withdrawn, she bends before the tempest. 
Then she suffered more acutely; now she 
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sufFers more continuously ; but acute sufFer- 
ing, with intervals of numbness, is more 
tolerable than continuous pain borne in 
monotony. There is nothing now to stir 
Irene up — to deaden the echo of the question 
reverberating against the walls of her empty 
heart; to blind her eyes mercifuUy to the 
fact that she has delivered herseif over to a 
love that is not mutual ; and that, do all 
she will, she cannot stamp the accursed 
remembrance from her mind. 

She knows all this ; it is written in black 
and white upon her soul ; she is lowered, de- 
graded, contemptible in her own eyes, and 
life becomes more intolerable with each rising 
sun, 

It is May before Colonel Mordaunt dares 
to revert to the proposal he made Irene St. 
John in Brüssels. He has written frequently 
to her; he has seen her more than once, 
but there has been a quiet dignity about 
the girl which forbid him to break the com- 
pact they had entered on. He feit, without 
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being told, that to do so, would be to mar 
all his chances of success ; so he has only 
paid Mrs. Cavendish two or three ordinary 
Visits, ofFered Irene two or three ordinary 
presents (which she has quietly rejected), 
and tried to wait patiently until the six 
months' probation agreed upon should be 
completed. When it is, Colonel Mordaunt 
feels as free to speak as he had feit bound 
before to hold his tongue ; now he knows 
that he will be listened to and answered. 
For Irene, amongst many other virtues, has 
no young-lady mannerisms about her, but 
is, in the best sense of the word, a Woman. 

It is a warm, soft afternoon in the latter 
part of May ; the little garden at Norwood 
is füll of syringa and laburnum and lilac 
blossoms; and the voices of the children 
playing at hide-and-seek amongst the bushes 
come pleasantly in at the opened Windows. 
Mrs. Cavendish has left the house to call 
upon some friend, and Irene and Colonel 
Mordaunt are alone. 

" I hope you received your dividends all 



198 NO ISTESTIOSS. 

right this quarter," he commences by saying ; 
for since her orphanhood he has taken sole 
Charge of her small income. 

" O, yes ! thank you. I sent your cheque 
to the bank, and there was no difficulty 
about the matter. You are most punctual 
in your payments." 

"Will you be as punctual, Irene? You 
have not forgotten, have you? what you 
promised to give me in May ?" 

The colour mounts to her pure pale 
face, but she does not tum it from 
him. 

" Your answer ! Oh, no ! how could I 
forget it ? Only I wish — I wish you could 
have guessed it, Colonel Mordaunt, without 
giving me the pain of repeating what I sdd 
before," 

His countenance falls. 

" Are your feelings, then, quite unchanged ? 
Have you no kindlier thoughts of me than 
you had then ?" 

"How could any thoughts be kindlier 
than they have been, or more grateful. But 
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kindly thoughts and gratitude are — are not 
lovey Colonel Mordaunt." 

" Then you are not yet cured of the old 
wound, Irene?" 

The girl leans her cheek against the 
window-sill, and gazes with languid, heavy 
eyes into the open space beyond. 

'* For God's sake ! don't speak of it !" 

But he continues. 

" Six month's reflection has not had the 
power to convince you that the most morti- 
fying of all enterprises is the attempt to 
regain our influenae over an errant 
heart." 

" I have never attempted to regain it," 
she exclaims indignantly. "I would not 
take it were it ofi^ered me. I have done with 
the name and the thought of the thing, for 
ever /" 

She looks so beautiful — so strangely as 
she did of old, with the hot, angry colour 
rising and falling in her face, that he is 
more than ever eager to win her for him- 
self. 
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^'Then, Irene! whit arc you waüting 
fcH-? My hcxne is open to yoa : why not 
accq>t it? I am sure you are not happy 



»> 



" O ! I am well enough ! The children 
bored me at first; bot I am getting used to 
them, as I am to everything eise," with a 
deep sigh. 

** I cannot believe you, Irene. You, who 
have been accustomed, both during your 
father's and mother's lifetime, to be feted 
and amused, and canied hither and thither ; 
you cannot be contented to spend your 
days in this small, dull cottage, with no 
better Company than your aunt and her 
govemess, and her over-grown boys. It 
cannot go on, my child ; it will kill 
your 

" I am tougher than you think. I wish 
that I were not." 

"You are bearing up wonderfully, but 
you will break down at last. Come, Irene ! 
let me reason with you ! You acknow- 
ledged just now that all you desire is to 
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forget this disappointment. Why not try 
to forget it in my house as well as in 
this ?" 

She shudders — slightly — but he sees 
it. 

"Colonel Mordaunt! it is impossi- 
ble !" 

" I cannot see the impossibility. I know 
that you are not in love with me, but I 
am content to be in love with you. I am 
content to make you mistress of my fortune 
and my house, and everything I possess, 
in return for yourself. It is a fair 
bargain — if you will but subscribe to 
it." 

"O! it is not fair. You do not know 
what you are agreeing to — how terribly you 
might feel it afterwards." 

" I am willing to take the risk." 

She hesitates a moment ; it is very sweet 
to a woman to feel she is loved so entirely, 
and recklessly, and devotedly that her 
possession is the only one thing in this 
World that her lover acknowledges worth 
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living for. It is sweet to be loved, even 
when we can give nothing in return. A 
selfish satisfaction that has no part nor lot 
in the first requirement of the divine pas- 
sion — seif abnegation ; but still falls sooth- 
ingly upon the wounded spirit that has been 
rudely thrust from its legitim ate resting- 
place. It is not so sweet as loving, but 
it is the next best thing, and Irene feels 
gratitude, and — hesitation. After all; can 
any change make her position worse than it 
is now ? 

Colonel Mordaunt sees the hesitation 
and — forgets the shudder which preceded 
it! 

" Irene ! my dearest girl ! think of what 
I say. You imagine that life is over for 
you ; that it can never have any charm 
again ; that it will be all the same if you 
pass the remainder of it here, or anywhere ! 
Then come to me ! Fen Court, at the least, is 
as comfortable a home as Laburnum Cot- 
tage ; here you are but a guest, there you 
will be a mistress : and have — may I not 
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say it? — as devoted a friend as any you 
will find in Norwood ! Will you not 
come ?" 

He pleads with as much earnestness as 
though he had been young ; his fine face 
lighted up as only Love can light up a 
man's countenance, and his firm hands closed 
upon her own. The day is nearly won. 
It is on her very lips to answer "yes," 
when, from beyond the garden-gates, comes 
the sound of that most irrepressible of accli- 
mitisations, the Italian organ, and the air 
it murders is that of the " Blue Danube " 
waltzes. 

" No ! — no !" cries Irene, as both hands 
wrench themselves away from his and go 
up with startling energy to shut out the 
maddening strains ; " you must not — you 
shall not ask me that again. I have told 
you that it is impossible r and with that leaves 
him to himself. 

Colonel Mordaunt is bitterly disappointed : 
he had made so sure, he can hardly say 
why, that this final appeal would be crowned 
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with success, that the girl's determinate 
refusal comes on him like a great blow. He 
can hardly believe that he will really lose 
her — that she will not retum and teil him 
it was a mistake ; and in that belief he 
still lingers about the cottage- — futilely. 

Mrs. Cavendish retums and begs him 
to remain to tea, but he declines, with 
thanks. The opportunity for speaking to 
Irene by herseif is over, and he is not 
likely to derive any fiirther benefit from 
seeing her in the presence of the govemess 
and children. So he retums to his hotel 
for the night, not having quite made up 
his mind whether he shall bid the inmates 
of the cottage a formal farewell upon the 
morrow, or slip back to Leicestershire as he 
had come from it — unnoticed. With the 
morning, however, he finds his courage 
has evaporated, and that he cannot leave 
Norwood without at least looking in her 
fair face again. 

So, after having made a pretence of 
eating breakfast, the poor old gentleman 
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(all the poorer for being old, and feeling 
his age at this moment more acutely than 
any youngster can imagine for him) strolls 
up to Laburnum Cottage, and enters at the 
wicket gate. 

The lawn is covered with children, playing 
croquet with their governess and mother, 
who nods to him as he enters, with an 
inclination of her head towards the open 
door. 

"Irene is in the school-room," she says 
gaily. But Irene is not in the school-room ; 
she has seen him enter, and comes to meet 
him in the narrow passage, clad in a soft 
muslin robe of white and black ; the shape 
and folds and general appearance of which 
he ever afterwards remembers. 

*' Colonel Mordaunt," she says hurriedly, 
with heightened colour, and trembling, 
parted lips, " were you sincere in what you 
told me yesterday, that you would take me 
for your wife, just as I am, without one 
particle of love in me, except for a shameful 
memory ?" 
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" Irene, you know I was !" 

" Then, take me r she cries, as she submits 
to the arms that are thrown about her, and 
the Ups that are laid upon her own. 



Women are problems : cela va sans dire ; 
though why the problems should remain 
insoluble is, perhaps, less due to their in- 
tricacy than the muddle heads who strive to 
fathom them by beginning at the wrong end. 
I don't know what reason Colonel Mor- 
daunt may assign to this apparently sudden 
change in Irene St. John's sentiments ; per- 
haps he attributes it to the efFect of deliber- 
ation — more likely to the irresistibility 
of his own pleading; but any way he 
is quite satisfied with the result. 

Mrs. Cavendish is not in the least sur- 
prised, but thinks it the very best thing 
her niece could do ; and the governess and 
children become quite excited at the pros- 
pect of a wedding. No one is surprised, 
indeed, after the lapse of half an hour, 
unless it be Irene herseif; and even she. 
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once reconciled to the idea, teils her own 
heart that it is fate, and she might have 
guessed that it would end so, all 
along. 

Perhaps I have even failed in surprising 
my reader ! Yet there had been an impetus, 
and a very strong one, given to Irene St. 
John's will that day. 

The impetus came in a letter. bearing 
the post-mark of Berwick, where Mrs. 
Cavendish's daughter, Mary, was staying 
with some friends, and which letter her 
mother had read aloud for the benefit of 
the breakfast-table. 

" We were at such a grand party last 
week " (so part of Mary 's innocent com- 
munication ran) "at Lord Norham's. I 
wore my blue silk, with the pearl Ornaments 
youjlent me, and they were so much ad- 
mired. Lord Muiraven (Lord Norham's 
eldest son) was there, and Mr. Keir. 
Lord. M. danced twice with me, but his 
brother never even spoke to me, which I 
thought rather rüde. However, he is en- 
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gaged to be manied to 2 Miss Robertson, 
such a pretty girl, and Iiad no eyes for 
any one eise. They danced together all 
the cvening. Mr. Keir ]s considered 
handsome, but I like Lord Muiraven 
best.'* 

^ Yctj complimentary to Mary, Fm sure,*' 
remarked the gratified mother, as she re- 
folded the letter. ^ My dear Irene, I wish 
you would just reach me down the *Peer- 
age.' What a thing it would be if 
Lord Muiraven took a fancy to the 
girl r 

Voilh taut. 

Irene St. John having once made up her 
mind to accept G>lonel Mordaunt's ofier, 
puts no obstacle in the way of an early 
marriage; on the contrary, she appears 
almost feverishly anxious that the matter 
should be setded and done with as soon as 
possible ; and, as they have none to consult 
but themselves, and her will is law, the 
wedding is fixed to take place during the 
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succeeding month» All that she stipulates 
for is that it shall be perfectly private. She 
believes she has strength to go through 
all that is before her, but she would prefer 
not testing that strength in public, and 
her first consideration now is for the feel- 
ings of her future husband, that they may 
never be hurt by some weak betrayal of 
her own. So all the necessary preparations 
are expeditiously but quietly made, and 
when the morning itself arrives (a lovely 
morning in June, just twelve months after 
poor Mrs. St. John held that trying inter- 
view with Eric Keir,. in Brook Street), 
there are not above a dozen urchins, two 
nursery-maids with perambulators, and a 
stray baker-boy, hanging about the wicket 
of Laburnum Cottage to see the bride step 
into her carriage, 

The paucity of Irene's male relations 
has made it rather difBcult to find any 
one to stand in the position of a father 
to her on this occasion, but her uncle, 
Mr. Campbell, takes that responsibility on 

VOL. I. p 
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himself, and has the honour of sharing her 
equipage. Mr. Campbell is accompanied to 
Norwood by his wife and two eldest daugh- 
ters, who, with Mary and Emily Cavendish, 
form Irene's modest troupe of bridesmaids ; 
and Miss Mordaunt (to whom her brother, 
finding all persuasion unavailing, was forced 
to send a peremptory order to put in an 
appearance at the wedding) is also pre- 
sent. 

She arrived the day before, and up to 
the moment of going to church has resisted 
all Irene's endeavours to make acquaintance 
with her, by entreaties that she will not 
trouble herseif on her account — that , she 
will leave her to do as she best can by 
herseif, until the girl inclines to the belief 
that her new sister-in-law is most an- 
tagonistic both to the marriage and her- 
seif; and little dreams that Isabella Mor- 
daunt's eyes have opened on a new world 
at the sight of her beauty, and are ready 
to shed tears at the slightest demonstration 
of interest on her part. Yet she is too 
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miserably shy and reserved to show 
it. 

There is little time, however, for Irene 
to think of that just now, or of anything 
except the matter in hand, through all of 
which she conducts herseif with great dignity 
and sweetness. 

Colonel Mordaunt naturally thinks there 
never was a lovelier or more graceful bride, 
and most of those who see her think the 
same; but Irene's outward comportment 
is the least noble thing about her that day. 
It cannot but be a day of bitter recoUection 
to her ; but she will not show it. She will 
not mar the value of the gift which she 
has freely given by letting the receiver see 
how little worth it is to herseif. She goes 
through the religious ceremony in simple 
faith that she will be enabled to keep the 
promises she makes ; and then she mixes 
in the little festivity that foUows with as 
much gaiety as is consistent with the occa- 
sion. 

Colonel Mordaunt is enchanted with her 
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every look and word and action ; the old 
man hardly knows whether he is Standing 
on his head or his heels; he is wrapt up 
in the present, and has quite forgotten all 
that went before it. Even when he finds 
himself alone with his young wife in the 
railway carriage, speeding fast to Weymouth, 
where they are to spend their honeymoon, 
the vision is not dispelled. It is true that 
he throws his arm rather awkwardly about 
her slender figure, and kisses her for the 
first time as a husband with more timidity 
than he would have shown had he been 
twenty-five years younger, But Irene's 
quiet, afFectionate manners reassure him. 

She appears to take such an interest 
in all that is going on around them, 
and talks so naturally of what they shall 
do and see at Weymouth, and of the plea- 
sant autumn they shall spend together at 
Fen Court, that his passing trepidation lest 
the girl should after all regret the decision 
she has made is soon dispelled; and, what 
is ,better, the days that foUow bring no 
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cloud with them to lessen his tranquillity. 
For Irene is not a woman to marry a man 
and then worry him to the grave by her 
sentimental grief for another ; she has chosen 
her present lot, and she intends to make it 
as happy a lot as lies in her power. She is 
of too honourable and upright a natüre to 
make a fellow-creature pay the debt 6f ' her 
own misfortune, and especially a fellow- 
creature who is doing everything in his 
power to make her happy. And, added to 
this, she is too wise to call in a doctor and 
not follow his prescriptions, 

She has married Colonel Mordaunt as a 
refuge from herseif; she never : denies the 
truth even to her own heart ; and if she is 
still to sit down and pine to death for love 
of Eric Keir, where was the necessity for 
action which her strong will brought to bear 
upon her feebler nature. She may break 
down hereafter, but Irene Mordaunt com- 
mences her march upon the path of married 
life bravely. 

She not only strives to be pleased — she is 
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pleased with all that her husband does for 
her — ^with the numerons presents he lays at 
her feet, the pleasant excursions he devises, 
the thoughtful care he shows for her com- 
fort. She repays it all with gratitude and affec- 
tion. Yes — Colonel Mordaunt hasdonewell 
in confiding his honour and happiness to 
Irene's keeping ! 





CHAPTER XII. 

ABOUT the same date, in the same 
month of June, a joUy, genial- 
hearted old man, commonly known as the 
Earl of Norham, is seated in the library 
of Berwick Castle, in Her Majesty's " loyal 
and worshipful borough of Berwick." Lord 
Norham does not carry out in the faintest 
degree the idea of a lord, as usually depicted 
by the heated imaginations of the young 
and the uninitiated. His appearance alone 
would be sufBcient to put to flight all the 
dreams of " sweet seventeen,*' or the ambi- 
tious cravings of a maturer age. He is a 
tall, stout man, of about five-and-sixty, with 
a smiling red face, a bushy head of grey 
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hair, and " mutton-chop " whiskers just one 
shade darker ; and he is dressed in black and 
white checked trousers, of decidedly country 
make : a white waistcoat, with the old fa- 
shioned stock surmounting it ; and a brown 
hoUand coat. The Windows of the library 
are all open to the air, and Lord Norham 
is not warmly attired, yet he seems much 
oppressed by the weather; and to see him 
lay down his pen every two minutes (he is 
writing letters for the mid-day post) and 
mop his heated face round and round with 
a yellow and red silk handkerchief until it 
shines again, you would be ready to swear 
he was a jolly, well-to-do farmer, who had 
every reason to be satisfied with his crops 
and his dinner-table. In effect, Lord Nor- 
ham is all you would imagine him to be; 
for agriculture is his hobby, and he allows 
no accidents to disturb his peace. But he is 
something much better into the bargain — a 
true nobleman, and the fondest father in the 
United Kingdom. He lost his wife at a 
very early stage of their married life, and he 
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Jias never thought of marrying again, but 
devoted his life to the children she left be- 
hind her. There are only those three, Ro- 
bert, Lord Muiraven, and his brothers Eric 
and Cecil ; and when their mother died the 
eldest was just four years old. Then it was 
that all the latent worth and nobility of Lord 
Norham's character came forth. His friends 
had rated him before at a very ordinary 
Standard, knowing him to be an excellent 
landlord and an indulgent husband, and 
crediting him with as much good sense as 
his Position in life required, and a strict 
belief in the Thirty-nine Articles. But from 
that date they saw the man as he really was 
-—from that moment, when he knew himself 
to be widowed and desolate, and his unfor- 
tunate little ones left without a mother at 
the very time they wanted her most, he took 
a solemn oath never to place the happiness 
of her children at the mercy of another wo- 
man's caprice, but to be to them, as far as in 
him lay, father and mother both. The man 
must have had a heart as wide as a woman's 
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to arrive at such a conclusion, and stick to 
it; for the temptations to change his State 
again must have been manifold. But as in 
some mothers' breasts the feelings of mater- 
nity, once developed, can never be rivalled 
by a meaner passion, so, though far more 
rarely, it occasionally happens with a father ; 
and from that day to this, when we see him 
mopping his dear old face with his silk 
handkerchief, Lord Norham has never stag- 
gered in his purpose — more, he has never 
repented it. 

Lord Muiraven and his brothers do not 
know what it is to regret their mother. She 
died so early, that they have no recollection of 
her ; and Lord Norham's care and indulgence 
have been so close and unremitting, that 
the knowledge that other young men have 
mothers who love them, and are their best 
friends, has no power to do more than make 
them think what a glorious old fellow their 
father must be, never to have let them feel 
the want of theirs. Indeed, love for their 
father is a religion with these young men. 
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who even go the length of being jealous of 
each other in vying for his aifFection in retum. 
And with Lord Norham fhe boys are every- 
thing. His earldom might bc wrested from 
him, Berwick Castle burnt to the ground, 
his money sunk in a West End theatre, the 
Saturday Review might even stoop to take 
an interest in his proceedings — ^yet give him 
his " boys " and he would be happy. For 
their sakes he sows and reaps and threshes 
out the corn, has horse-boxes added to his 
Stahles, and a raquet-court built upon his 
grounds ; the bedrooms heated by hot-air 
pipes, and the drawing-room turned into a 
Smoking divan. They are his one thought 
and interest and pleasure — the theme that is 
for ever on his tongue, with which he wearies 
everybody but himself. He lives upon " the 
boys/' and sleeps upon " the boys," and eats 
and drinks "the boys;" and when he dies, 
those cabalistic words, "the boys," will be 
found engraven on his honest, loving heart. 

He has just raised his handkerchief to 
wipe his face for about the twentieth time. 
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when the door is thrown open, and a " boy " 
enters* There is no need for Lord Norham 
to turn round. He knows the step — trust 
him for that — and the beam that illuminates 
his countenance makes it look redder and 
shinier than before. 

" Well, my dear boy !*' he commences, be- 
fore the prodigy can reach his side. 

" Have you seen this, dad?'' replles Cecil, 
as he places the Times advertisement sheet 
upon the table. 

He is a fine young fellow, just one year 
younger than Eric, and, as his father puts on 
his glasses to read the paragraph to which 
he points, he Stands by his side and throws 
his arm right round the old man's neck in 
the most charming and natural manner pos- 
sible. 

" Where, my dear boy, where ?" demands 
Lord Norham, running his eyes up and down 
the page. 

" There, dad — the top marriage. ^ At St. 
John's Church, Norwood, Philip Mordaunt, 
Esq., of Fen Court, Leicestershire, Lieut.- 
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Colonel in H.M. Regt. i55th Royal Greens, 
to Irene, only child of the late Thomas St. 
John, Esq., of Brook Street, W.' Don*t you 
know who that is? Eric's spoon, that he 
was so hot after last season. He'll be aw- 
fuUy cut up when he reads this, / know." 

" Eric's spoon, dear boy !" exclaims Lord 
Norham, who is quite at a loss to under- 
stand the mysterious allusion. 

"Yes! — the woman he was spooney on, 
I mean. Why, every one thought it was 
a settled thing, for he was always at the 
house. But I suppose she wouldn't have 
him — which quite accounts for the poor 
fellow's dumps all last autumn. Eric was 
awfuUy slow last autumn, you know, father 
— he didn't seem to care for hunting or 
shooting, or doing anything in Company. 
I Said at the time I was sure the girl had 
jilted him ; and so she has, piain enough !'* 

" My dear boy, this is a perfect revela- 
tion to me !" exclaims Lord Norham, push- 
ing his glasses on to his forehead, and 
wheeling round his chair to confront his 
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son. " Eric in love ! I had not the least 
idea of it." 

"Hadn't you? He was close enough 
with US, of course? but I made sure he 
would have told you. Oh, these things 
must happen, you know, dad; there's no 
help for them." 

"And this girl — this Miss St. John, or 
whoever she is — refused your brother, you 
say ?" 

" No, I didn't say that, father. I know 
nothing for certain — it was only supposition 
on my part; but, putting this and that 
together, it looks like it — doesn't it, 
now ?'' 

Cecil is smiling with the carelessness of 
youth to pain; but Lord Norham is look- 
ing grave — his heart wretched at the idea of 
one of his cherished "boys" having been 
so slighted. It is true that he has heard 
nothing of this little episode in Eric's 
life ; for when he goes up to town, a very 
rare occurrence, he seldom stays for more 
than a few weeks at a time, and never 
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mixes in any lighter dissipation than an 
evening in the House to hear some of his 
old friends speak (Lord Norham was for 
many years a member of Parliament him- 
self), or a heavy political dinner where no 
ladies are admitted. 

It is all news to him, and very unpleasant 
news. It enables him to account for several 
things in Eric's behaviour which have puz- 
zled him before ; but it shocks him to 
think that his boy should have been sufFer- 
ing, and sufFering alone — shocks him almost 
as much as though he . had been his mother 
instead of his father — and all his thoughts 
go out immediately to the best meansofcon- 
veying him comfort. 

" Cecil, my dear !" (the öld man con- 
stantly makes strangers smile to hear him 
address these stalwart young men, with 
beards upon their chins, as though they 
were still children) "don't say anything 
about this to your brother, will you? He 
will hear it fast enough: ill news travel 
a-pace." 
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" Oh ! he's seen it, father : at least, I 
expect he's seen it, for he was studying the 
paper for an hour before I got it. I only 
took it up when he laid it down." 

" And where is he now ?" demands Lord 
Norham, quickly. It would be exaggera- 
tion perhaps to assert that he has immediate 
visions of his beloved Eric sticking head 
downwards in the muddiest part of the 
lake, but had his imagination thus run riot, 
he could scarcely have asked the question 
with more anxiety. 

"In his room, I think; I haven't seen 
him since. By-the-way, dad, I shall run 
up to town again to-morrow. Eric says he 
has had enough of it ; but Muiraven and 
I have engagements three weeks deep. You 
won't be up again this season I sup- 

"I don't think so, dear boy, unless it 
should be for a week before the House 
breaks up. And so Eric is not going back 
ag^, though it must be very duU for him 
here, I am afraid." 
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" Precious slow, isn't it, now the Robert- 
sons are gone?" 

"You'U stay with them, I suppose, 
Cecil ?" 

" Well, I don't think so. TheyVe asked 
me, but I would rather put up with Bob. 
It's all very well being engaged, you know, 
father, when you are sitting on a sofa 
together in a room by yourselves; but it 
takes all the gilt ofF the gingerbread for me 
to be trotted out before a few friends as 
Harriet's * young man.' Bliss is only pro- 
curable in solitude or a crowd. Besides, 
a nine o'clock breakfast and no latch-key, 
don't agree with my notions of the season." 

" They ought to agree with your notions 
of being engaged, you young rip !" says 
his father, laughing. 

"No, thev don't ! No woman shall ever 
keep me in leading strings, married or 
Single. I mean to have my liberty all my 
life. And if Harriet doesn't like it, why, 
she may lump it, or take up with some 
one eise : that's what I teil her !" 

VOL. I. Q 
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"The principles of the nineteenth cen- 
tiuy," cries Lord Norham. "Well! I 
think she*d be a fool to change you Cecil, 
whatever conditions you may choose to 
make." 

"Of course you think so, dad. How- 
ever, if my lady wants to keep me in town 
this weather, she'll have to make her- 
seif very agreeable. Perfect sin to leave 
this place for bricks and mortar, isn't 
it?" 

"It seems a pity; just as the hay is 
Coming on, too. I shall persuade Ejic to 
ride over to the moors with me, and see 
what the grouse prospects are looking like 
this year." 

"Yes! do, father. That'll stir up the 
poor old boy. Hallo! there's Muiraven 
beckoning to me across the lawn. We're 
going to blood the bay filly. She's been 
looking very queer the last few days. 
Hope it*s not glanders." 

" All right !" with a shout ; " Fll come !" 
and leaping thrpugh the open window, Lord 
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Norham's youngest hope joins his brother, 
whilst the old man gazes after his sons until 
they disappear, with eyes overbrimming with 
proud aiFection. 

Then he rises and goes in search of his 
stricken Eric, with much the same sort of 
feeling with which a woman rushes to the 
side of a beloved daughter as soon as she 
hears she is in trouble. 

Eric is in his bedroom — a large hand- 
some apartment, facing the park — and he 
is sitting at the toilet-table without any ap- 
parent design, gazing at the thick foliage 
below, and the fallow deer that are clustered 
on the grass beneath it. 

He Jumps up as soon as his father enters, 
however, and begins to whistle loudly, and 
to run his fingers through his hair before the 
glass, as though his sole object in going 
there had been to beautify himself. 

" Well, dad !" he says, cheerfuUy. 

" Well, my dear boy !" replies Lord 
Norham, with a vain attempt to conceal his 
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anxiety ; what are you going to do with 
yourself this fine morning ?" 

"Tm sure I don't know. Ride, I sup- 
pose, or read, or yawn the time away. 
Where are the others ?" 

"Gone to the Stahles to physic the bay 
fiUy. Have you seen the papers, Eric ?'' 

A slight change passes over his counte- 
nance — just a quiver of the muscles, nothing 
more ; but the father's eye detects it. 

" Yes, thanks ! — oh, yes ! Tve seen them ! 
No news, as usual. There never is any news 
now-a-days." 

"Have you seen the TimeSy my dear 
boy ?" 

" Yes." 

"What! the advertisement sheet — the 
marriages?*' 

" Yes ! why do you ask me ?" 

" Because I thought — I imagined — there 
was an announcement there that would 
interest you — that would be news: in fact, 
bad news." 

" Who Said so ?" demands Eric Keir, 
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turning round to confront his father. He 
is yery pale, and there is a hard look about 
the lines of his face which was not there 
yesterday; otherwise, he seems himself and 
quite coUected. 

But Lord Norham will not betray Cecil : 
he never sets one child against the other 
by letting him suppose that his brothers 
speak of him behind his back: that is one 
reason why the young men are mutually 
so fond of one another and of him. 

" I imagined so, my dear boy, that's all. 
Your little penchant of last season was no 
secret, you know, and reading what I do to- 
day, I naturally thought — 



» 



" You are speaking of Miss St. John's 
marriage, farher, I suppose. But why should 
that cut me up ? We were very good friends 
before her mother died, and all that sort of 
thing, but " 

" But nothing more ! You didn't care for 
her, Eric?" 

" My dear old dad, you are not going to 
advocate my caring for another man's wife, 
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are you ? Of course I liked her — every one 
liked her : she was awfully pretty and jolly, 
and distingue looking ; and if she's only half 
as nice as Mrs. Mordaunt as she was as Miss 
St. John, I shall say that — that — Mordaunt, 
whoever he may be, is a very lucky fellow." 
And here Eric whistles more ferociously than 
before. 

" It is such a relief to hear you speak in 
this strain about it, my dear boy," replies 
Lord Norham, who has seated himself in 
an armchair by the open window ; " do you 
know, Eric, from the rumours that have 
reached me, I was almost afraid — almost 
afraid you know, my dear, that you might 
have been led on to propose in that quar- 
ter. You didn't propose to her, did you, 
Eric r 

" No, dad ! I didn't propose to her !" re- 
plies the young man, stoutly. 

"Then why did you break ofF the inti- 
macy so suddenly ? You used to be very 
intimate indeed at the St. John's last season." 

" What a jolly old Inquisitor you would 
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have made, father, and how you would have 
enjoyed putting the thumb-screw on a fellow. 
Why did I break off the intimacy so sud- 
denly ? — well, I didn't break it off. Mrs. St. 
John thought I was there too often, and 
told me so, and I steered off in consequence. 
Afterwards they went abroad, and the poor 
old lady died, and I have not seen the young 
one since. That's the whole truth/* 

" And you didn't like the girl well enough 
to marry her, then ?" 

A cloud, palpable to the dullest eye, ob- 
scures for a moment all the forced gaiety of 
his expression. 

" My dear father ! I don't want to marry 
any one." 

"That is what puzzles me, Eric. Why 
shouldn't you want it ?" 

" There's lot of time, isn't there ? You 
don't expect a fellow to tie himself down for 
life at five-and-twenty ?" 

" No : but it is unnatural for a young man 
to avoid female society as you do. It can't 
be because you dislike it, my dear boy." 
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" I have no particular taste for it." 

" But why ? they don't snub you, do they ? 
I should think you could do pretty much as 
you liked with the women, eh, Eric ?" with 
a glance of pride that speaks volumes. 

" I never try, dad. I am very happy as I 
am." 

" My dear boy ! that is what convinces 
me that there is something more the matter 
than you choose to confess. If everything 
was right, you wouldn't be happy as you are. 
Look at your brothers ! Here's Cecil engaged 
already." 

" Poor devil !" interpolates Eric. 

" And Muiraven doing his best to be so ; 
although I don't think he's quite such a 
favourite with the giris as his brother. Tm 
sure I don't know why, or what they can 
possibly want more, for you would scarcely 
meet a finer young man from here to John 
O'Groat's than Muiraven is." 

Eric, recalling Muiraven's thick-set figure, 
round, rosy face (he takes after the earl), 
and reddish hair, cannot forbear smiling. 
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" He's an out-and-out good fellow, dad, 
but he's no beauty. 

" He's a difFerent style to yourself, I allow ; 
but's he's a very good-looking young man. 
However, that doesn't alter circumstances. 
If he doesn't marry, it is all the more incum- 
bent on you to think of doing so." 

" I shall never marry, father," says Eric, 
uneasily; "you must put that idea out of 
your head at once." 

" There^ again, that's unnatural, and there 
must be a reason for it. You are graver, 
too, than your years, Eric, and you often 
have fits of despondency ; and I have thought, 
my dear (you'U forgive your old father for 
mentioning it), that you must have en- 
countered some little disappointment early 
in life, say in your College days, which has 
had a great eiFect upon your character. Am 
Iright?" 

" How closely you must have watched 
me," replies the son, evasively. 

" Whom have I in the world to interest 
me except you and your brothers ? You are 
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part of myself, my dear boy. Your pleasures 
are my pleasures, and your griefs become my 
griefs. I have passed many a resdess night 
thinking of you, Eric ?" 

"Dear old dad!" says Eric, laying his 
hand on his father's Shoulder, and looking 
him aiFectionately in the face, "I am not 
worth so much trouble on your part — indeed 
I am not." 

" Oh ! now I feel inclined to quarrel with 
you," says Lord Norham ; " the idea of your 
talking such nonsense! Why, child, if it 
were for no other reason, it would be for 
this, that every time you look at me as 
you did just now, your sweet mother seems 
to rise from her grave and gaze at me 
through your eyes. Ah ! my poor Grace ! 
if she had lived, her boys would have had 
some one to whom they feit they could 
open their hearts, instead of closing them 
up and bearing their troubles by them- 
selves." 

" Father, don't say that !" exclaims Eric, 
earnestly. " If I had had twenty mothers. 




NO INTENTIONS, 235 

I couldn't have confided in them more than 
I do in you, nor loved them more. But 
you are too good for me, and I shall end by 
being a disappointment, after all. That is 
my fear." 

" I can never be disappointed whilst you 
and your brothers are happy ; but how can 
I remedy an evil of which I must not 
hear ?" 

" You will harp on that idea of my having 
come to grief," says Eric, testily. 

" Because I believe it to be true. I would 
never try to force your confidence, dear boy ; 
but it would be a great comfort to know you 
had no secrets from me." 

The young man has a struggle with 
himself, flushes, and then runs on hur- 
riedly : — 

" Well, then, if it will give you any plea- 
sure, I will teil you. I have had a trouble 
of the kind you mention, and I find it hard 
to throw oiF, and I should very much like 
to leave England again for a short time. 
Perhaps, after all, it is better you should 
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know the truth, father, and then you will 
be able to account for the restlessness of my 
disposition." 

" My poor boy !" says Lord Norham, 
abstractedly. But Eric doesn't care about 
being pitied. 

" What about the travelling, dad ? Chariey 
Holmes is going in for his county next elec- 
tion, and wants me to run over to America 
with him for a spell first. It's nothing of 
a journey no>v-a-days, and I could come 
back whenever you yranted me. Shall I 
say rUgo?" 

" Go, my dear ! Yes, of course, if it'U 
give you any pleasure; only take care of 
yourself, and come back cured." 

" No fear of that," he replies, laughing ; 
" in fact, it's half done already. We can't 
go through life without any Scratches, 
father." 

" No, my boy, no ! and they're necessary, 
too — they're necessary. Make what arrange- 
ments you like about America, Eric ; fix 
your own time and your own destination. 
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only make up your mind to enjoy yourself, 
and to come back cured, my boy — to come 
back cureJ" 

Lord Norham is about to leave the room 
as he chuckles over the last words, but sud- 
denly he tums and comes back again. 

"I have suiFered, my dear," he says, 
gendy ; " I know what it is." 

The young man grasps the hand ex- 
tended; squeezes it as though it were 
in a vice, and walks away to the open 
Window. 

His father pats him sofdy on the back, 
passes his hand once fondly over his hair, 
and leaves him to himself. And this is the 
parent from whom he has concealed the 
darkest secret of his life ! 

"Oh, if I cou/ä but teil him!" groans 
Eric ; " if I only could make up my mind 
to teil him, how much happier I should be. 
Irene ! Irene ! you have doubled the gulf 
between us !" 

He does not weep ; he has grown too old 
for tears: but he Stands at the window. 
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suiFering the tortures of hell, until the loud 
clanging of the luncheon-bell draws him back 
unwillingly into the world again. 





CHAPTER XIII. 



\i 



IT is on a glorious July afternoon that 
Colonel Mordaunt brings his wife to 
Fen Court. There is no railway Station 
within ten miles of Priesdey, but an open 
carriage meets them on arrival at the nearest 
town, and as they roll homewards through 
long country lanes, bordered with hedges 
in which the bramble flower and the wood- 
bine have joined issue to pull the wild 
roses and the purple nightshade to the 
ground, Irene experiences a sense of silent 
calm which makes her believe that she has 
at last breasted successfully the billows of 
life, and emerged thence with the greatest 
good this World afFords us in her hand — 
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contentment ! They have had a long and 
tedious journey from Weymouth; the sun 
has been inconveniently warm, and the 
railway carriages filled with dust, and even 
good-natured people might be excused from 
feeling a little peevish or impatient by 
the close of day ; but Irene and Colonel 
Mordaunt seem admirably fitted to get on 
together. She is all gentle acquiescence to 
anything he may propose (gratitude and 
indiiFerence being the principal ingredients 
in Submission), and he is devoted to his 
young wife, and has spent his time hitherto 
in anticipating her wishes, but in a manner 
so unobtrusive as to have rendered even the 
honeymoon agreeable to her. For, what- 
ever may be the general opinion to the 
contrary, the honeymoon is not always the 
happiest part of married life ; indeed there 
are few instantes of it in which both husband 
and wife are not secretly pleased when it 
is drawing to a close. 

Brides who are worshipped as divinities 
during the first week are apt to become 
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exigeantes during the last three, and bride- 
grooms are sometimes forced to confess the 
melancholy truth that " the füll soul loatheth 
the honeycomb." I have known a seven 
days' wife cry all the afternoon because her 
husband went to sleep on the sofa; and a 
freshly made Benedict plead law, sickness, 
business, anything in order to procure a 
run up to town during the fatal moon, and 
a few hours' cessation from the continuous 
tax laid on his patience, gallantry, and 
temper. Many a married life that has ended 
in misery might have flowed on evenly 
enough had it not been for the injury done 
to a woman's character during that month 
of blandishments and foUy. It requires a 
strong mind to accept at their true worth 
all the nonsense a man talks and all the 
foolish actions of which he is guilty during 
those first rapturous moments of possession 
— and women, as a ruie, are not strong- 
minded. All the hyperbole of passion, 
which until then they have only heard in 
furtive lovers' whispers, is now poured out 
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boldly at their feet, and the geese imagine 
it to be a specimen or a promise of what 
their future life shall be. A fortnight sees 
the ardour cooled ; in a month it has 
evaporated, and thenceforth they are jiidged, 
not as goddesses, but women. 

How few stand the test and can step 
down gracefully from the pedestal on which 
they have been unnaturally exalted to the 
level of their husbands' hearts, let the lives 
of our married acquaintances answer for 
US. But whether it would prevent the final 
issue or not, it is nevertheless true that the 
happiness of many a man and woman would 
not come so quickly to a close, were the 
latter treated with a little more discretion 
during the honeymoon. As husbands intend 
to go on so should they begin. A woman 
is a suspicious animal ; her experience is 
small, her views are narrow, her ränge of 
sight limited; and more men have been 
whined and teased and irritated out of their 
love than stormed out of it. There is no 
more miserable mistake in life than to 
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attempt to warm up a cooling passion : 
rechauffes are never worth much, but this 
style of rechauffe pays the worst of 
all. 

If wives would be reasonable, they will 
take all that is ofFered them ; but never 
stoop to extract an unwilling avowal of 
aiFection, which will burn none the brighter 
for being dragged to the light of day. A 
little happy indiiFerence is the best possible 
medicine for a drooping love ; and the in- 
junction to " leave them alone and they 'II 
come home," holds as good with men as 
with the flock of Bo-peep. Irene Mordaunt 
bids fair to keep her husband's devotion 
in a healthy coridition by this means. Her 
manner towards him is as sweet and gentle 
as it can be, but it naturally possesses no 
ardour; and this want of passion on her 
part is just sufficient to keep his middle-aged 
flame burning very brightly, without giving 
him any anxiety on account of hers. 

He would have preferred, like other men, 
to make a fool of himself during the honey- 
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moon (and the adage that " there is no 
fool like an old fGol" holds truer in love 
than any other feeling), but something in 
Irene's quiet and sensible manner has for- 
bidden it, and compelled him to treat her 
as if they had been married for several years. 
And yet she is not cold to him — she does 
not repulse his attentions nor refuse to ac- 
knowledge them; on the contrary, as they 
commence their drive to Priestley, and 
he wraps a shawl about her feet, and makes 
her put them upon the opposite seat, the 
smile with which she thanks him would 
be sufficient to put a younger man " ofF 
his head." 

" How beautiful the country is !" she 
says, as they pass fields of clean-shorn 
sheep, and rosy children bobbing curtseys 
by the cottage gates, and waggons of late- 
gathered hay breathing "odours of Araby" 
as they crawl by; "how sweet and clean 
everything looks and smells. Philip, I 
long to see the garden ; I am so fond of 
flowers. Do you remember the lovely 
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bouquets you used to send me in Brüs- 
sels ?" 

"Perfectly, my darling," (Colonel Mor- 
daunt seldom calls his wife anything but 
" darling," and the word has ceased to 
grate on her ears as it did at first, recalling 
the lost voice that spoke it once) ; " and 
how you used to turn your nose up at my 
humble ofFerings." 

"I never told you so, Philip; that must 
be an invention of your own." 

"Perhaps I divined it, Irene; fbr my 
eyes were very keen for anything that con- 
cerned you in those days." 

" Well, it was very wicked of me, then, 
and I promise that I won't turn up my 
nose at the first bouquet you give me from 
Fen Court." 

"You shall have a beauty the very first 
thing in the morning. I hope the garden 
will be in good order — I have given sufiicient 
directions on the subject." 

" Doesn't Isabella care fi^r flowers ?" 

"Not much, I think. She is a stränge 
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creature in some of her ways. I sometimes 
wonder, darling, how you and she will get 
on with one another." 

" Why, admirably, of course — I mean to 
get on with her." 

Colonel Mordaunt turns round and gazes 
at his wife adoringly. 

" You are too good !" he says ; " Oh, 
Irene ! if I don't make you happy, may 
God's judgment " 

" Hush ! hush !" she Interrupts him 
quickly, " pray don't say that, you make me 
feel so small." 

But how much less than a woman she 
would have been not to care for him, who 
had taken her to his arms, despite his know- 
ledge of her outraged affections, and treated 
her as though she had flown to them of 
her own accord. She does not love him, 
this gallant gentleman who almost worships 
her, but she is very grateful and almost 
happy, and bids fair to make a model wife 
and mistress. As the carriage reaches the 
entrance to Fen Court, and roUs up the 
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broad drive through the shrubbery, she 
becomes quite excited in her admira- 
tion. 

" Is this ours — really?" she exclaims, in- 
quiringly. 

" It is yourSy my own darling, every inch 
of it !" replies her husband. 

" Oh ! Philip !" and in her delight and 
surprise she turns and kisses him, for the 
first time of her own accord. 

Colonel Mordaunt flushes up to his eyes 
with gratification, and this trifling episode 
has the power to dispel much of the ner- 
vousness with which he has looked for- 
ward to introducing his wife to Fen 
Court. 

" Here we are, at last !" he exclaims, 
as the carriage stops before the bold porch, 
and a couple of men-servants appear upon the 
doorstep. " Jump down, my darling ; Isa- 
bella is sure to be waiting for you, and you 
must be tired to death with this long 
drive." 

" I am not at all tired," is her rejoinder ; 
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" and I mean to see every bit of the garden 
before I go to bed to-night." 

Miss Mordaunt is waiting for them in the 
hall. 

" Oh, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt ! I came — 
I thought, perhaps — I didn't know " 

" Did you not expect us so soon ?" replies 
Irene, stooping to kiss her sister-in-law. 
" I think we have come rather quickly." 

" Quickly !" echoes Colonel Mordaunt, 
who is close upon her heels ; "why, we 
have been hours on the road. What time 
have you ordered dinner, Isabella ?" 

" At seven — at least I believe at seven — 
but if you would rather not '' 

" The sooner the better," says her brother ; 
" seven will do admirably. And now, if you 
will take Irene up to her bedroom and 
help her ofF with her things, I think she 
will be obliged to you. You won't dress to- 
night, darling?" 

" Oh, no ! Philip ; only take the dust ofF. 
What a wide staircase, and such pretty 
carpets ! Oh ! is this my room ? it is 
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beautiful. How nice and fresh it looks. 
And blue, too! I wonder who chose blue? 
it is my favourite colour." 

" It was my brother who ordered it to be 
refurnished with this colour. Can I help 
you ofF with your bonnet, Mrs. Mor- 
daunt ? or perhaps — if you had rather 
be alone — if I had better go " 

" Oh, no ! don't go ! I shall be ready 
directly. But why do you not call me by 
my Christian name ? Surely we are not 
to be * Miss ' and ' Mrs/ to one an- 
other !" 

" If you wish it — of course — but I 

shouldn't have thought " Miss Mor- 

daunt's deprecating manner is already 
Casting a chill over Irene's Coming home. 

"Since we are to be sisters, I think it 
should be so/' she answers, with a glance 
of scrutiny at her companion; but she is 
not so eager in her manner of address- 
ing her again, and it is a relief to 
hear her hus band's voice asking for ad- 
mittance. 
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" Have you every thing you want — are 
you quite comfortable ? Isabella, where is 
Mrs. Quekett? I thought she would 
be here to welcome Irene to Fen 
Court." 

Miss Mordaunt telegraphs a look of 
meaning to her brother — it is very slight, 
but Irene catches it, and feels immediately 
that there is something to be con- 
cealed. 

"Who is Mrs. Quekett?" she de- 
mands abruptly, looking from one to the 
other. 

" The housekeeper " commences Miss 

Mordaunt. 

"Well, hardly a housekeeper, Isabella, 
although she certainly does keep house for 
US," interrupts her brother. 

"She does keep house for you, and yet 
she is not your housekeeper," says Irene, 
merrily ; " she must be an anomaly, this 
Mrs. Quekett. Pray is she young or old, 
fat or thin, wise or foolish? though, after 
what you have just said, Philip, I should 
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not be at all surprised to hear she is all of 
them put together." 

" You are a saucy girl, and don't deserve 
an answer; but when you come to know 
her, you will acknowledge that Mrs. 
Quekett is a very wonderful woman, and 
can be almost anything she chooses. When 
I Said she was hardly a housekeeper, I 
meant she was superior to the place. But 
she lived for many years with my father 
in that capacity, and has always had a home 
with me since his death. You will find 
her a great help to you, darling, for 
I'm sure you cannot know much about 
housekeeping ; and I hope you will get 
on very well together." 

"There is no doubt of it ; I always get 
on well with servants ; that is, if they 
keep their places. But with regard to 
housekeeping, Philip, I intend to agreeably 
surprise you. I know much more than 
you imagine, and mean to make myself 
perfect. I always thought I should like to 
have a large house like this to look after. 
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and to keep in spick-span order. I like 
pretty things, but the romance of untidy- 
ness never held any charms for me. I was 
cut out for an old maid." 

"It is lucky for me, darling, that we 
met before you had made up your mind 
unalter ably upon that subject," says Colonel 
Mordaunt, laughing, as he draws her arm 
within his own to lead her to the dining- 
room. "But, however good a manager 
you may be, I am sure you will find Mrs. 
Quekett an admirable assistant, to say the 
very least of it. She has been always used 
to manage the household afFairs, and, were 
I you, I should leave them in her hands. 
Why should you trouble your head about 
such matters, when I can afFord to keep some 
one to do it for you ?" 

" Mrs. Quekett will have plenty to do, 
Philip. I did not mean that I should rise 
with the lark each morning to call the 
maids, or walk about in the trail of the 
broom and dust-pan, to see that they do 
their duty ; but Fve no opinion of a mistress 
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who leaves her work to the servants. Have 
you ?" 

At these words Isabella again steals one 
of those furti ve, mutual-understanding glances 
at Colonel Mordaunt, with an expression 
that rouses not only Irene's curiosity, but 
her spirit, and she does not wait for an 
«answer to her question — 

" At all events, I mean to try and make 
myself equal to the position you have placed 
me in, Philip," she continues. 

"And you would be so, my darling, a 
thousand times over," he whispers fondly, 
" even had I placed you on a throne." 

This conversation gives a brief insight 
to the State of mind in which Irene enters 
on the Performance of her new duties. The 
glances which she intercepted between her 
sister-in-law and her husband do not give 
her more than a moment's uneasiness, whilst 
they strengthen her purpose of self-depen- 
dence. 

She misinterprets their meaning : she ima- 
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gines they arose from their doubt of her 
capability to maintain her position as mistress 
of Fen Court, and she becomes determined, 
in consequence, to prove that they are 
mistaken. From the hour she accepted 
Colonel Mordaunt's proposal, and fiied her 
thoughts upon a future shared with him, 
Irene has experienced more pleasure from 
the prospect of having the entire manage- 
ment of the household at Fen Court upon 
her hands than anything eise. 

For, in order to fight successfuUy with 
disappointment, or even to fight at all, we 
must have some definite employment. A 
man generally has a business or profession 
to engross his loyal thoughts and shut the 
door in the face of all the rebel ones (though 
what a knack they have of peeping through 
the chinks !) ; with him the grinding neces- 
sity of making bread, either for himself or 
others, is paramount, and leaves little lei- 
sure for painful introspection. It is not 
that he feels the less for being busy : it is 
that he has less time to feel. 
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The female sex has, in all ages, most 
undeservedly gained credit for being the 
more constant of the two : but though they 
mourn more explosively, their grief is 
neither so bitter nor so long. A man and 
woman who love each other are irrevocably 
separated: what happens to them? He sel- 
dom speaks of his loss to anyone; if he 
does, it is in short, sharp sentences, that 
are dismissed as soon as possible: and he 
goes about his work as usual ; worries his 
head over the ledger in his counting-house ; 
strains every nerve to outwit the counsel 
for the other side: conducts three or four 
Services a day, or sits up all night writing 
for the press. Every now and then, doubt- 
less, a sad thought comes between him and 
his employment; he sees her, or hears of 
her, or the remembrance of something they 
have shared in the past smites him with 
sudden pain, but he puts it away : he must 
put it away, if he is to pursue the business 
which depends upon his brain, or band, 
or skill. Where is the woman, meanwhile, 
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who mourns him, poor wretch, as hopelessly 
(I have no wish to detract from the sex's 
capability of loving) as only a woman 
can? 

Sitting by the fire, most likely, if it is 
winter, or lying on her bed if it is summer, 
with a novel in her hand, or a piece of 
fancy work, and all her mind fixed upon 
her absent lover : ready and willing to talk 
over the cruelty of her disappointment with 
the first friend who calls: crying tili she 
can hardly see out of her eyes : refusing to 
attend any party of pleasure (women think 
giving up balls and theatres and concerts 
an immense proof of constancy ; they don't 
understand how the lightest laughter is often 
used to conceal the heaviest hearts) ; even 
refusing to eat : sitting down, in fact, with 
her dead love in her lap, determined to 
nurse it and weep over it, and recall all she 
has lost with it, until she makes herseif 
first hysterical and then useless, and lastly 
ill, and a worry to every one connected with 
her. 
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Our friends die, and we bury them. 
Why can't we bury the corpses of our dead 
hopes in the same way ? The regret we feel 
for those whom we have lost by death is sad 
enough and sharp enough, God knows, as 
it returns in the silent watches of the night, 
or even amidst the clamorous hurry of 
the day; but what would it not be, were 
we to keep those still forms ever beside us, 
to prevent all hope of sorrow sinking into 
natural sleep ? Yet that is what most women 
do with their blighted afFections ; and many 
of them experience actual disappointment 
when they discover that Time has mercifully 
closed the wound, and they are "getting 
over it." They keep it open as long as 
they possibly can ; they tear the bandage 
away which opportunity afFords them ; and 
when the healed spot is no longer capable 
of laceration, they will sit down and begin 
to cry afresh over their own inconstancy. 
And, perhaps, when they have reached this 
epoch, the man is still experiencing those 
occasional sharp, cruel stabs of remembrance 

VOL. I. s 



258 NO INTENTIONS. 

which are all the worse to bear because they 
come so seldom, and the flesh is unused to 
them. 

But if women were brought up to work 
like men (in other kind, perhaps, but with 
the same necessity), active employment, 
either of brain or hand, would place the 
sexes, in this matter, on a level — and whilst 
much needless misery would be spared to 
the one, a large amount of comfort would 
accrue to the others; for, of all persons 
with whom to shun intercourse in this life, 
give me the flabby thing which calls itself 
a woman who has had "/? disappointmenty* 
as though there were no disappointment 
in the world but that which Springs from 
love turned sour with adversity, like small 
beer by thunder. 

Irene has never been a woman utterly 
without a purpose. In her early girlhood, 
and before she experienced any necessity to 
gamble with life for forgetfulness, she was 
accustomed to look upon each day in which 
she had done nothing as a day to be re- 
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gretted. She used to read much at that 
time, not desultorily, but oti a fixed plan; 
and she would allow no pleasure, however 
tempting, to Iure her from her self-imposed 
task until it was accomplished. She took 
a very bright interest in politics ; in the 
projects for improving the condition of the 
nation at large, and all new discoveries, 
whether in art, science, or nature; at- 
tempted, also, as most able minds do, to 
put down her thoughts on all these things 
in writing, but was quite satisfied with the 
ample variety of mental food which ancient 
and modern literature placed before her, and 
never had the least desire to cram her own 
ideas down the throats of others. In fine, 
until the unfortunate moment arrived in 
which she met Eric Keir, Irene was a happy, 
helpful, matter-of-fact woman; and though 
the two blows which she received so close 
together did for awhile crush life's purpose 
out of her and blur her vision of a noble 
and elevated future, it is all Coming back to 
her now as she finds herseif mistress of Fen 
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Court, and the mists that obscured her 
duty are Clearing away from before her eyes. 
To make her husband's house what it should 
be (and what Colonel Mordaunt has already 
deplored, in her hearing, that it is not), 
one of the best appointed and pleasantest 
houses in the county ; to render herseif an 
agreeable, favourite hostess ; to be the ruler 
of his household, the friend of his tenants, 
and the benefactor of the poor who are 
dependent on him, this is the path which 
she has chalked out for herseif, and in which 
she is resolute to walk. Some women think 
it beneath them to make their husbands' 
homes comfortable. They want to deliver 
lectures like Emily Faithful, or write books 
like Mrs. Riddell, or compose songs like 
Elizabeth Philp, or play Juliet like Mrs. 
Scott Siddons ; and if they are not permitted 
to make fools of themselves through the 
medium of the stage, the platform, or the 
press, their mission is wrested from them : 
there is nöthing more to live for. 

Irene Mordaunt knows better. She knows 
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that if genius is not required to keep the 
machinery of a large establishment in work- 
ing Order, good sense is ; and however 
capable and far-seeing and practical her 
head may be, it is none too much so 
for the worthy employment of the large 
sums of money that must annually pass 
through her hands. She does not think 
the work beneath her; she feels like a 
queen entering upon her territory; and as 
her husband, when their dinner is ended, 
makes the tour with her of his possessions, 
she notes with a keen eye where improve- 
ment is most needed, and registers inward 
vows to be faithful to the trust com- 
mitted to her. The knowledge of her 
responsibility works on Irene like a 
charm ; her spirits rise ; her eyes become 
brighter, her pulses beat more healthfully, 
and she retires to rest füll of expectation 
for the Coming morrow. Such are some 
of the good efFects of realising that there 
is work left in the world to do which 
no one can accomplish so well as ourselves. 
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Had Irene remained at Laburnum Cottage 
with Mrs. Cavendish, she might have con- 
tinued to be a love-sick malden to this 
day; as it is, the task which she has 
undertaken with a sincere Intention of 
fulfilling, will lift her, step by Step, above 
the earth-stained troubles of the world, 
until she has reached the highest eleva- 
tion her mortal nature is capable of 
attaining. 






CHAPTER XIV. 

IRENE wakes in the morning, fresh 
as a flower, and active as a squirrel. 
She has not opened her eyes two seconds 
before she has thrown up the casement 
and is inhaling the sweetness of the noisette 
roses that Cluster round it. The pure, 
cool country air is like a draught of life ; 
the scented flowers are hanging, six and 
eight upon one stem ; across the meadow 
comes the lowing of the cows as they return 
from the milking shed, and the bleating of 
the calves that welcome them ! and under- 
neath her are the gardeners sharpening 
their scythes to mow the dewy lawn. 
The freshness, the sweetness, the simplicity, 



^ 



a64 NO INTENTIONS. 

the peace of all around her, wake the 
deepest gratitude in Irene's heart, and make 
the tears rise to her eyes. She is all 
anxiety to mingle again in the scenes that 
lie before her; to retrace her footsteps of 
last night, and make sure that it was all 
reality ; and before Colonel Mordaunt has 
realised that she has left him, she is up 
and dressed, and roaming over the wet 
grass and through the shrubberies and 
gardens, whence, at the sound of the 
breakfast-bell, she reappears, with rose- 
tinted cheeks, damp boots, a draggled 
muslin dress, and her hands füll of flowers. 
Her husband, now looking one way, 
now the other, is on the door-step, 
anxiously awaiting her. 

"My darling!" he commences, reproach- 
fuUy. 

" Now, Philip, don't scold ! I know Vm 
a horrid object, but it won't take me a 
minute to change. IVe been all through 
the hot-houses and the kitchen gardens, 
and down the wilderness, and over the 
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bridge by that piece of water; and then 
I got into a field and found lots of 
mushrooms. (Do you like mushrooms ? 
they're in my skirt, under the flowers). 
And I came back by the meadows you 
showed me last night, where the horses 
are, and — oh ! I am so tired ; so wet ; 
but I haven't enjoyed anything like it 
for months past." 

Colonel Mordaunt looks as though he 
were enjoying the recital as much as she 
has done the reality. 

"I am so glad to hear it," he says, as 
he kisses her; "but you can come in 
to breakfast as you are, can you 
not ?" 

"What! with my hair half-way down 
my back, and my dress clinging to me 
like a wet flag? I should scarcely look 
dignified at the head of your table, 
Philip. Give me ten minutes' grace to set 
myself to-rights. Good morning, Isabella. 
I have not a hand to oiFer you, but I 
have had such a delightful ramble." 
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Then she turns to the servant in at- 
tendance, 

"Take these flowers, James, and place 
them on the side-board ; and bring up the 
breakfast. Have you been used to make the 
tea, Isabella ? — Will you be so good as to do 
so for one morning more, in consideration of 
the novelty of the Situation ? I will be in 
good time to-morrow, Philip ; but I had no 
idea the place was half so lovely, and I ran 
on from one delight to another, and could 
not tear myself away." 

She is mounting the staircase now, still 
attended by her husband; and Miss Mor- 
daunt looks after her with unfeigned surprise. 
So young and stränge — and yet so cool 
and at her ease ! The woman who has spent 
all her life in fear lest she should be saying 
or doing something wrong, cannot under- 
stand the confidence which is engendered by 
a knowledge of our own powers of pleasing. 
In another minute Irene is down again, her 
hair rearranged, and her dress exchanged for 
a wrapper of pale blue, which is wonderfully 
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becoming to her; and as her sister-in-law 
sees her smile, and hears .her talk, and 
watches her do all the honours of the break- 
fast-table as though she had sat there for 
years, she marvels how so bright an ap- 
parition can ever have been persuaded to 
link her fortunes with those of Philip, 
and take up her residente at Fen 
Court. 

"What are you going to do to-day, 
Philip ?" says Irene, as the meal draws to 
a conclusion. 

Colonel Mordaunt has already risen from 
the table, and taken up his Station on the 
hearth-rug. 

"Well, that mostly depettds on yourself, 
my darling. I have a great deal to do, of 
course, after two months' absence, about the 
kennel and the farm ; but I should hardly 
like to leave you alone so soon." 

" But I shall have Isabella, and plenty of 
employment. There are all my things to 
be unpacked; the new maid seems stupid; 
so I shall go and superintend her; and I 
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have the dinner to order, and the kitchen to 
inspect, and to make the acquaintance of 
Mrs. What's-her-name/' 

Colone! Mordaunt Starts. 

" Mrs. Quekett ! ah ! true ; I should like 
to introduce Mrs. Quekett to you before I 
go out, Irene. She is such a very old 
servant of the family." 

"All right, dear. Ring the bell, and teil 
her to come up now. I am quite ready 
to See her." 

Again does IsabeUa raise deprecating eyes 
to her brother's face. Something, which the 
unsuspecting bride is sure to resent, must 
come to the surface before long, and, man- 
like, Colonel Mordaunt tries to throw the 
responsibility of the disclosure on to his 
sister's Shoulders. 

"Oh! — ah! — yes; to be sure! I suppose 
Mrs. Quekett will be able to see Irene now, 
Isabella?" 

The mere question throws Miss Mordaunt 
into a State of extra flurry. 

" I don't know, Philip — I know so little, 
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you See. I am sure I cannot say. Perhaps 
you had better — but if Mrs. Mordaunt 
could wait — it is no use to ask me." 

" Is the old woman ill ?" demands Irene. 
It is the only Solution of the apparent mys- 
tery she can imagine. 

**Bless you! no! as well as you are," 
says her husband, forgetting the inexpediency 
of the confession ; " only used to rise late. 
She has had no mistress, you know, my 
darling, and you must make some excuses 
for her in consequence ; but — there I hope 
to goodness you will get on well together, 
and have no quarreis or disagreements ot 
any sort." 

" Quarreis, Philip ! — with the servants ! — 
you need have no fear of that. If Mrs. 
Quekett has not yet risen, I can easily 
give my orders for to-day to the cook : 
I suppose she is efficient and trustworthy ?" 

*' Oh, yes ; only, don't you think that it 
would be better, just at first, you know, to 
leave things as they are, and let Quekett 
manage the dinners for you ?" 
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"No, Philip; I don't. I think, were I 
to do so, that I should be very likely never 
to gain any proper authority amongst my 
servants ; and I should rather begin as I 
intend to go on. I see you have not much 
faith in my housekeeping/' she continues, 
gaily ; " but you have never had an op- 
portunity of judging my powers. Wait tili 
this evening. What time shall we dine?" 

"When you choose, my darling; but 
seven has been the usual hour. I think, 
Isabella," turning to his sister, "that, as 
Irene says, it will be better for her to give 
her dinner Orders this morning to the cook : 
what do you say ?" 

"O, don't ask me, Philip; it must bc 
just as you please : only what will Quekett 
think ?" 

"You can explain the matter to her, 
surely ; and by to-morrow she will be ac- 
quainted with Irene. Perhaps she had better 
not see her tili I return. I will come back 
to lunch." 

" What a fuss about nothing !" says Irene, 
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laughing. "My dear Philip! one would 
think I had never had the management of 
any servants before. I see how it is — the 
old housekeeper is jealous of my Coming, 
and you are afraid she may let me see it. 
Well, then, have no fears; I will talk her 
out of her jealousy and we shall be the 
best of friends by the time you return." 

"Who could resist you?" replies the 
enamoured Colonel, as he embraces his wife, 
and leayes the room. 

*^ Now the very first thing I want to see, 
Isabella," says Irene, rising from her chair, 
" is the drawing-room ; for people will be 
Coming to call on me by-and-by, you know, 
and I never fancy a sitting-room tili I have 
arranged it according to my own taste. 
Will you come with me? You must let 
me be very exigeante for the first few days, 
and keep you all to myself." 

For this expression of interest, to which 
she is so unaccustomed, Isabella Mordaunt 
feels very much inclined to cast her arms 
about the speaker's neck and thank her ; 



272 NO INTENTJONS. 

but her natural nervousness rises upper- 
most, and she onljr looks foolish and 
uneasy. 

" The drawing-room ! — well, I hardly 
know — of course it is no business of mine — 
but I think it is locked." 

" Locked ! — don't you use it, then ?" 

"Not often — that is to say, only when 
we have a dinner-party." 

"Oh, I mean to use it every day, and 
make it the prettiest room in the house. 
Let US go and inspect it at once. Who has 
the key? — Quekett?" 

"I believe so — I am not sure," com- 
mences Miss MordaunL Irene answers by 
ringing the bell. 

"James, desire Mrs. Quekett, or who- 
ever has the key of the drawing-room, to 
send it down to me." 

There is a delay of several minutes, and 
then the footman reappears, with the key 
in his band, and a comical expression in 
his face, half of pleasure and half of fear, 
as though a battle had been found necessary 
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in Order to achieve his purpose, but that he 
rather liked the warfare than otherwise. 
Irene thrusts her arm through that ot 
her sister-in-law, and leads her off in 
triumph. 

" Shocking ! Horrible !" is her verdict, 
as the glories of the Fen Court drawing- 
room come to view. " My dear Isabella ! 
how could you allow things to remain like 
this ? No flowers — no white curtains — and 
all the furniture done up in brown hoUand, 
as though we had gone out of town. The 
first thing we must do is to strip off 
those horrid Covers. Where is the house- 
maid?" 

" But, my dear Mrs. Mordaunt," — Isabella 
cannot yet pluck up courage to address her 
sister-in-law by any other name — " she thinks 
— that is, Mrs. Quekett thinks — they are 
quite necessary for the preservation of the 
damask." 

" And / think them quite unnecessary," 
retorts Irene, merrily. " Here, Anne ; take 
off these Covers ; strip the muslin off the 
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chandelierSy and open all the window& The 
rootn feels as though a corpse had been 
laid out in it! What a fine piano! — ^that 
must come out into the middle of the 
room." 

"It has aiways stood against the wall,** 
says Isabella. 

" Then I am sure it is quite time it had 
a change. Oh ! what a lovely thing for 
flowers !" seizing on an old basin of em- 
bossed silver which Stands on the floor ; 
"what is this rubbish in it? — rose-leaves? 
Tum them out, Anne, and put the bowl on 
the sideboard in the dining-room. And, 
stop ! — take all the vases away at the same 
time : I never keep a vase in sight unless it 
is filled with flowers." 

" Yes, ma'am ; but, please, what am I to 
do with these dead leaves ?" 

"Throw them away." 

" Yes, ma'am ; only," looking towards 
Miss Mordaunt, " Mrs. Quekett placed 
them here, you know, Miss !" 

Yes; to be sure; so she did. I 
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hardly know, Mrs. Mordaunt whether you 
ought — 



» 



" To throw away Quekett's rose-leaves ?" 
with a hearty laugh; "well, perhaps not; 
so you can return them to her, Anne, if 
you choose ; only please to relieve my bowl 
of them as soon as possible." 

Then she flits away, altering the disposi- 
tion of the chairs and tables ; discarding the 
Ornaments which she considers in bad taste ; 
scattering music on the open piano, books 
and work upon the table, and flowers every- 
where — doing all that a woman can, in 
fact, to turn a commonplace and dulHooking 
apartment into a temple of fanciful grace and 

beauty. 

"Come, that is a little better!" she ex- 
claims at last ; " but it will bear any amount 
of improvement yet Flowers are the thing, 
Isabella ; you can make even an ugly room 
look nice with plenty of flowers ; and there 
are really beautiful things here. It shall be 
a very picture of a room before the week is 
out. And now to my dinner — I had nearly 
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forgotten it. That old woman must be up 
by this time/' 

"It is only just eleven," replies Miss 
Mordaunt. 

" As much as that !" with a look of dis- 
may: '^my dear Isabella! I shall be all 
behind'hand, and when I have been boasting 
to Philip ! I must see Quekett at once in the 
moming-room, and then we will arrange 
our plans for the day." 

She flies to the moming-room — a pleasant 
little apartment next the dining-room, which 
is to be dedicated to her use— and pulls the 
bell, rather vigorously in her haste. 

"James, desire Mrs. Quekett to come 
up to me at once." 

" Yes, ma'am," replies James, and re- 
tires, inwardly chuckling. He reads the 
character of his new mistress, and views 
with unholy delight domestic differences 
looming in the distance. 

"Won't there be a row!" he remarks, 
as the housemaid goes unwillingly to deliver 
the message at the door of Mrs. Quekett's 
room. 
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Now, as it happens, Mrs. Quekett is up 
and stirring ; for curiosity to see the bride 
has overpowered her natural indolence ; but 
she has not quite completed her toilette, 
and the unwelcome information that she is 
to *'go downstairs at once and take her 
Orders from the new missus in the morning- 
room," does not tend to promote her 
alacrity. 

Another ten minutes has elapsed when 
Irene rings the bell again. 

" Have you delivered my message to the 
housekeeper?" 

" Yes, ma'am ; and she's just Coming 
down the stairs now." 

"She must be a little quicker another 
time," his mistress murmurs. She feels 
prophetically, that she is about to have 
trouble with this " old servant of the 
family," and she determines at once to 
assert her authority as head of her husband's 
household. 

Mrs. Quekett enters: Irene looks up, 
meets her eye, and feels at once that they 
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are enemies. There is something in the 
woman's glance and manner, that savours 
so much of insolent familiarity, that her 
indignation is aroused, and she can hardly 
speak to her without evincing it. 

"I hope I see you well, ma'am," says 
Mrs. Quekett, sinking into the nearest 
chair. 

" Quite well, thank you !'* replies Irene, 
choking down her wrath and trying to re- 
member all her husband has told of the 
faithful Services of the creature before her. 
" I have sent for you, Quekett, to take the 
Orders for the dinner. We are rather late 
this morning," — glancing at her watch — 
" but as it is the first time, it is perhaps 
excusable." 

" Ah ! I manage all that, ma'am ; you 
will have no trouble about the dinners. 
I've pleased the Colonel and his father before 
him for over a matter of thirty years, and 
as IVe begun, so I shall go on. My cook 
gives me more trouble than she ought to 
do, but I shall get rid of her at Michaelmas, 



NO INTENTIONS. 279 

if not before, and try one from London 
instead. They're better taught than these 
country women. You're from London 
yourself, aren't you ?" 

Under this address Irene sits for a mo- 
ment stupefied. She can hardly believe she 
is listening to a servant speaking. She has 
never been used to hear the domestics in 
her parents' house address her but in the 
most deferential tones; and as she realises 
that it really is the housekeeper who sits 
before her, her blood boils with indignation, 
and the look she raises should have withered 
Mrs. Quekett in her chair. 

" I think we had better keep to the matter 
in hand," she answers, loftily. "I intend 
to give my own Orders, Mrs. Quekett, and 
it will be your place to transmit them to 
the other servants. I shall very soon be able 
to judge what the cook can do, and to 
decide on the necessity of parting with her 
or not. Meanwhile, we will speak about 
the dinner." 

She runs through the list of dishes 
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rapidly, names the hour at which she desires 
the meal to be served, and enjoins the 
strictest punctuality on the astonished house- 
keeper. 

"And to-morrow morning," says Irene, 
as she rises from her chair, " I must request 
you will be in this room by ten o'clock, to 
receive my Orders — and if I am not here, 
you can wait for me. I shall go over the 
kitchens and lower offices this afternoon. 
Let the servants be prepared to receive me. 
And — one word, Mrs. Quekett : I have 
not been accustomed to see servants sit down 
in my presence." 

With that she sails out of the room with 
the air of an ofFended queen. 

Mrs. Quekett is not subdued, but she is 
enraged beyond measure. She turns purple 
and gasps in the chair where her new mis- 
tress has left her ; and it takes a great deal 
of bottled porter and a great many stewed 
kidneys that morning to restore her to any- 
thing like her usual equanimity. 

"Wait about here tili it pleases her to 
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come and give me her Orders ! Not for the 
highest lady in Christendom would I do it, 
and Tm sure I shan't for her. She may give 
her Orders to the cook, and welcome. I 
don't stir out of my bed for any one until 
Tm inclined to do it. And not sit down 
in her presence, indeed ! I must speak to 
the Colonel about this. Matters must be 
settled between the Colonel and me before 
this day closes." 

And so, in truth, they must have been, 
to judge from the forlorn and hen-pecked 
appearance with which the Colonel enters his 
wife's dressing-room that evening before 
retiring to bed. He has passed a very 
happy day, for Irene has not confided the 
little domestic troubles of the morning to 
him ; she has thought that she will fight the 
ignoble battle by herseif and that no servant 
will presume to make a few quietly-spoken 
words of caution a pretext for appealin g to 
her master's judgment ; but she is mistaken. 
Colonel Mordaunt has been enduring a very 
stormy half hour in that study of his before 
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making his escape upstairs, and the vision 
of a peaceful married life has fled before it 
like a dream. He comes up to Irene's side, 
looking quite fagged and worn-out, and 
older by ten years than he did in the morn- 
ing. She notices it at once. 

" My dear Philip, how tired you must be. 
You have been exerting yourself too much 
after our long journey yesterday." 

" I am only worried, my darling. What 
is this row between you and Quekett? I 
did so hope you would have been able to 
get on with the old woman." 

" Has she been complaining to you ?" 

" She came into my study just now — she 
has been used to have a talk with me 
occasionally in the evenings — and told me 
what had happened. She is very much put 
out about it, naturally." 

"So was I put out about it — naturally! 
But I didn't immediately bring my troubles 
to you, Philip, though I conclude I have 
more right to your sympathy than a servant 
can have." 
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" How did it happen ?" 

"Nothing happened If Mrs. Quekett 
is vexed — which she did not intimate to 
me — I suppose it is because I told her 
I intended to give the household Orders 
in future. I daresay she has had a great 
deal of liberty ; but that kind of thing can't 
go on when a man marries." 

"Of course not — and I hope she will 
come round to see it in that light after 
a time. But she says she would rather 
you gave your orders to the cook instead 
of her. You won't mind that, will 
you?" 

"Not at all — I shall prefer it; for, to 
teil you the truth, I don't quite like your 
Mrs. Quekett, Philip; her manners are 
too familiär and assuming, to please 



me." 



" Remember how long she has been with 
US ; old servants are apt to forget themselves 



sometimes." 
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Do you think so? My mother had 
a lady's-maid who had been with her since 
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her marriage, and only left us for a home 
of her own ; she never addressed me except 
by name, nor thought of sitting down in 
my presence, though she had known me 
from my birth." 

Colonel Mordaunt grows fidgetty. 

"Well, dear, I think the best way will 
be for you and Quekett to see as little 
of one another as possible. She has been 
accustomed to a great deal of consideration 
from US (rather more, perhaps, than the 
occasion Warrants), and I dare say she does 
feel a little jealous, as you suggested, of 
your Coming here, and monopolising all 
the attention. But it will wear ofF 
by-and-by. Don't you think so ?" — 
wistfuUy. 

" I don't understand servants being jealous 
of their mistresses, Philip. But if Mrs. 
Quekett and I are not to meet, what is 
the use of our keeping her? After all, 
I shan't want a housekeeper. Let her go." 

But at this piece of rank blasphemy her 
husband looks almost horrified. 
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"My dear child, do you know what 
you are talking about ? Why, she has been 
with US for the last thirty years." 

"No reason she should remain thirty 
more. I don't like her, Philip, and I never • 
shali;' 

"Hush! Pray don't say that. I am 
sure you will grow to like her." 

" I am sure I shan't." 

" You have not had a proper opportunity 
yet of judging of her char acter." 

"I have seen quite enough of it. Ir 
I were superstitious, Philip, I should think 
that woman possessed the evil eye — at all 
events for me." 

" What nonsense, my darling ! I thought 
you were too clever to talk like that. 
Why, if Quekett were to leave Fen Court 
I should think the whole house was going 
to topple down on our heads !" 

"And so you wouldn't get rid of her, 
even forme?'' whispers Irene, with the most 
insinuating of upward glances. 

" What is there I wouldn't do for you ?" 
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her husband answers ; and for a few moments 
delivers himself up to the charm of real- 
ising that he häs secured the desire of his 
heart. But when he leaves her to herseif 
again, the cloud returns to his brow, and 
his soul is disquieted within him. He feels 
that he is living on a volcano which is 
even now trembling beneath his feet and 
may at any moment erupt in flames of 
malice and revenge which shall bring de- 
struction in their train. His life is scarcely 
more enviable than that of Eric Kein Each 
man walks the world with a heavy secret in 
his breast. 




CHAPTER XV. 

IT is August. The harvest is nearly all 
gathered in, and every one is looking 
forward to September. Irene has issued 
her first in vitations for the shooting season : 
one to her aunt, Mrs. Cavendish, and her 
daughter Mary, another to Mr. Pettingall — 
who is most anxious to see his young 
friend in her new position — and a third 
to some bachelor acquaintances of her 
husband's, whom Colonel Mordaunt assures 
her she will find delightful. In fact, the 
house is to be füll ; and Irene is quite 
excited at the prospect of entertaining so 
many guests. She flits about from room 
to room, foUowed by the meek Isabella, 
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and issuing her Orders without the slightest 
regard to the feelings of the great Mrs. 
Quekett. Not that Irene has forgotten 
Mrs. Quekett during the past month, or 
forgiven her. The mere fact of the house- 
keeper's refusal to receive her Orders serves 
to keep her memory alive in her mistress's 
bosom and to make the intercourse between 
them purely nominal. Together, they are 
frigidly polite to one another ; and apart 
they are determinately hostile. 

Irene has ceased to make any comment 
on the housekeeper's behaviour or to express 
any desire for her dismissal; she has seen 
and heard enough during her residence at 
Fen Court to convince her that to pursue 
either course is futile, but she does what is 
far more gallin g to Mrs. Quekett's pride — 
she ignores her presence altogether. She 
makes no calls upon her duty : she neither 
blames nor praises her — she simply acts as 
though there were no such person in the 
house. So Rebecca Quekett continues to 
lie abed until noon, and to feed ofF the best 
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in the knd, and to twist her master round 
her little finger ; but the servantß no longer 
tremble at her presence; she has lost the 
absolute authority she held over them — 
she has been transformed from a captious 
tyrant into an injured, but faithful servitor ; 
and she takes good care to drum the fact 
into the Colonel's ears, and to hate the one 
who has brought about the change. 

Yet little does Irene reck her annoyance 
or her hate ; she considers the presence of 
the housekeeper at Fen Court as an intoler- 
able nuisance, and often wonders how her 
husband, who can be so firm in some things, 
should be so weak in this; but consoles 
herseif with the idea that no lot in this 
World is entirely without its annoyances, 
and that she might have encountered a 
worse skeleton in the closet than Mrs. 
Quekett. Whether the Colonel would have 
agreed with her it is impossible to say. And 
so we bring them up to the latter days of 
August. 

One morning Colonel Mordaunt receives 
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a letter which seems greatly to disturb 
him. 

"What is the matter, Philip?"' demands 
Irene. 

" Nothing that concems you, my darling ! 
—nothing, in fact, at all." 

Yet he sits, with knitted brows, brooding 
over the contents of the epistle during the 
rest of breakfast, and reads it through three 
or four times before the meal is concluded. 
As Irene leaves the room, he calls his sister 
to his side. 

"Isabella, I am greatly annoyed. Here 
is a letter from Oliver. He has heard of an 
opening for a practice somewhere in this 
neighbourhood, and proposes Coming down 
to speak to me about it." 

" He can't expect to stay here," says Miss 
Mordaunt — " at least I should hardly think 
— there will not be room for him, you 
know. The house will be füll next week." 

" If he sleeps at the inn, it will be all the 
same. I don't want Irene and him to 
meet." 
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"Have you never mentioned Oliver to 
her, then ?" demands his sister, timidly. 

" Cursorily, I may^ though I doubt if she 
will remember it. But it is not that, 
Isabella. You know well enough that if I 
introduce young Ralston to Irene, it will be 
difficult to explain why I don't ask him to 
the Court" 

"And you think he might not come. 
It is nearly a year since he has been 
here." 

" Good God ! You have not the slightest 
perception? If Oliver comes here, he must 
see Quekett ; and you know they never meet 
without a disturbance of some sort ; and in 
her present State of feeling towards Irene I 
couldn't risk it. There is no knowing what 
she might not say." 

" Then, what do you propose to do ?" 

"Put off Oliver tili Quekett goes to 
town. If she were away, I should have 
no fear. Doesn't she intend to pay her 
usual visit to Lady What's-her name this 
autumn V 

u 2 
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"I don't know — I am almost afraid she 
doesn't. I was speaking to her about it 
yesterday ; but she has not been herseif at all 
lately — she's quite — crotchetty," says Miss 
Mordaunt; as though crotchettiness were 
an entirely new phase in Mrs. Quekett's 
character. 

" Means to stay here on purpose, I sup- 
pose, because she knows we want the house 
to ourselves. Isabella, I often wish I had 
taken Irene abroad again. I question whether 
it would not be worth my while to take up a 
residente there, even now. She likes Con- 
tinental life, and I — well, any life would be 
preferable to this. I live in constant dread 
of an explosion." 

"Wouldn't it — " commences Miss Mor- 
daunt timidly — " wouldn't it be better, Philip 
— you know best — but still I can't help 
thinking — " 

" What ? — what ?" he Interrupts im- 
patiently. 

" That if you were to teil her — 



>> 



" Irene !" — the colour fades out of Colonel 
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Mordaunt's face at the bare idea — " to teil 

Irene ? Why, Isabella you must be mad to 

think of it !" 

4^ « « « 4^ 

They are engaged out to a dinner-party 
that evening ; a very grand dinner-party 
given by Sir Samuel and Lady Grimston, 
who live at Calverley Park, about twelve 
miles from Priestley, and consider themselves 
of so much importance that they never even 
left their cards at Fen Court until they 
heard that the owner had brought home a 
wife to do the honours there. For, although 
Colonel Mordaunt, as master of the Priestley 
foxhounds, holds an important position in 
the county, and is on visiting terms with the 
best houses in the neighbourhood, his poor 
meek sister has hitherto been completely 
over-looked. 

" A Single woman, my dear !" as Lady 
Grimston remarked, when giving lessons on 
the inexpediency of forming useless ac- 
quaintances, to her newly-married daughter, 
Mrs. Eustace Lennox Jones; "a single 
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woman, in order to gain a passport to 
Society, should be either beautiful, accom- 
plished, or clever. If she can look hand- 
some, or sing well, or talk smartly, she 
amuses your other guests; if not, she only 
fills up the place of a better person. 
Nothing is to be had for nothing in this 
World ; and we must work for our social as 
well as our daily bread." 

" But, why then, mamma," demanded on 
that occasion, Mrs. Eustace Lennox Jones, 
" do you invite Lady Arabella Vane ? I am 
sure she is neither young, beautifiil, nor 
witty ; and yet you made up a party 
expressly for her last time she was in 
Priestley." 

" Oh, my dear ! you forget how wealthy 
she is, and how well connected. With three 
unmarried girls on my hands, I could never 
afFord to give up the entree of her house in 
town. Besides she has brothers ! No, my 
dear Everilda, learn where to draw the 
line. The great secret of success in 
forming an agreeable circle of acquaint- 
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ances, is to exclude the useless of either 



sex." 



And so poor Miss Mordaunt has been 
excluded hitherto as utterly useless, as in 
good truth she is, but my Lady Grimston 
has been obliged to include her in the 
invitation to the bride and bridegroom. 
A young and pretty bride, fresh from the 
hands of the best society and a first-rate 
milliner, is no mean acquisition at a country 
dinner table; better than if she were un- 
married, especially where there are three 
daughters still to dispose of. And the 
useless Single woman must needs come in her 
train. It is a great event to Isabella, 
though she is almost too shy to enjoy the 
prospect, and the kindness with which Irene 
has helped and advised her concerning her 
dress for the occasion has made her feel more 
inwardly indignaiit against Mrs. Quekett, 
and more afraid of that amiable creature's 
tongue than she has ever been before. 
Colonel Mordaunt, too, who expects to meet 
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several influentia] supporters of his favourite 
pursuit, has been looking forward to the 
evening with unusual pleasure and with great 
pride at the thought of introducing his 
young wife to his old friends ; he is all the 
more disappointed, therefore, when, after a 
long day spent in the harvest fields, he 
returns home to find Irene lying down with 
a face as white as chalk, and a pain in her head 
so acute that she cannot open her eyes to the 
light, nor speak beyond a few words at a 
time. 

" It is so stupid of me," she murmurs, in 
reply to his expressions of concern ; " but I 
am sure it will go oflFby-and-by." 

Isabella brings her strong tea, and she sits 
up and forces herseif to swallow it, and feels 
as though her head would burst before the 
feat were accomplished. 

" I think it must be the sun," she says, in 
explanation to her husband. " I feit it very 
hot upon my head this afternoon, and the pain 
came on directly afterwards. Don't worry 
yourself about it, Philip, we need not Start 
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tili six. I have a füll hour in which to rest 
myself, and I am sure to be better before it 
is time to dress." 

When that important moment arrivcs, she 
staggers to her feet, and attempts to go 
through the process of adornment ; but her 
heart is stouter than her limbs ; before it is 
half completed, she is seized with a deadly 
sickness and faintness, which prove beyond 
doubt that she is quite unfit for any further 
exertion that night ; and reluctantly she is 
obliged to confess that she thinks she had 
better remain at home. 

" How I wish I could stay with you," says 
her husband, who is quite put out of conceit 
with the Coming entertainment by the know- 
ledge that she cannot accompany him ; " but 
I suppose it will never do for us all to turn 
defaulters." 

" Assuredly not," says Irene. " You will 
enjoy it when you get there, Philip, and I 
shall do very well here, lying on the sofa 
with Phoebe to look after me — and most 
likely to be quite recovered by the time you 
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retum. That is the annoying part of these 
sudden attacks. You generally begln to 
revive at the very moment when it is too 
late to do so." 

"Any way, I couldn't take you as you 
are now," replies Colonel Mordaunt, " for 
you look perfectly ghastly. Well, I suppose 
it is time we should be ofF. Bother these 
stupid dinners. Isäbella, are you ready? 
Phoebe, take good care of your mistress. 
j4u revoiry my darling." And with that he 
Steps into the carriage with his sister, and 
they drive away to Calverley Park. So my 
Lady Grimston, much to her ladyship's 
disgust, only gets her " useless single 
woman," after all. . 

4^ ♦ « ♦ « 

"I am much better," says Irene, two 
hours after, as she opens her eyes at the 
entrance of her maid. " What o'clock is it, 
Phoebe, have I been asleep?" 

" It's close upon half-past seven, ma'am ; 
and youVe been asleep for more than two 
hours. I was that pleased when I heard 
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you snore : I was sure it would do you 
good." 

" How romantic !" laughs her mistress ; 
" but I suppose one may be excused for 
snoring, when one's head is a mass of pain 
and buried under three sofa cushions. What 
a tumbled heap I have been lying in ; and 
I feel as confused as though I had been asleep 
like Rip Van Winkle for a hundred years. 
What is it that you have there, Phoebe? 
CofFee ! Give it me without milk or sugar. 
It is the very thing I wanted. And throw 
that window wide open. Ah ! what a 
heavenly coolness ! It is like breathing new 
life." 

" Let me fetch your. brush, ma'am, and 
brush through your hair. You'U feel ever 
so much better after that ! I know so well 
what these headaches as come from the sun 
are. Your head is just bursting for an hour 
or two, and you feels as sick as sick ; 
and then of a suddent it all goes ofF 
and leaves you weak like, but well " 

" That is just it, Phoebe," says Irene, 
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smiling at the graphic description ; " and 
all that I want to set me up again is a 
little fresh air. Make me tidy, and give 
me my hat, and I will try what a turn in 
the garden will do for me. No; don't 
attempt to put it up ; my head is far 
too tender for that ; and I shall see no 
one." 

So, robed in a soft muslin dress, with 
her fair hair floating over her Shoulders, 
and her garden-hat swinging in her hand, 
Irene goes down the staircase, rather stag- 
geringly at first, but feeling less giddy with 
each Step she takes, and out into the Fen 
Court garden. She turns towards the shrub- 
bery, partly because it is sequestered, 
and partly because there are benches there 
on which she loves to sit and listen to the 
nightingale singing in the plantation be- 
yond. 

It is a very still evening. Although the 
sun has so long gone down scarcely the 
voice of bird or insect is to be heard, and 
the rieh August flowers hang their heads 
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as though the heat had burned all their 
sweetness out of them, and they had no 
power left wherewith to scent the air. But 
to Irene, risen from a feverish couch, the 
stillness and the calm seem doubly grateful, 
and as she saunters along, silently and slowly, 
for she feels unequal to making much exer- 
tion, her footsteps leave no sound behind 
them. 

She enters the shrubbery, which is thick 
and situated at some little distance from 
the house, and walks towards her favourite 
tree, an aged hoUy, which shelters a very 
comfortable modern bench of iron. What 
is her surprise, on reaching the spot, to find 
it is not at her disposaL The figure of a 
man, with the back of his head towards her, 
is stretched very comfortably the length 
of the seat, whilst he pours forth volumes 
of smoke from a meerschaum in front. 

Irene's first thought is to beat a retreat 
is not her back hair guiltless of ribbon, net, 
or comb.^ But the surprise occasioned by 
encountering a stranger where she least ex- 
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pected to do so has elicited a little " Oh !" 
from her, which has caught his ear. He 
looks round, leaps ofF the seat, and in 
another moment is Standing before her, yery 
red in the face, with his wide-awake in his 
hand, and his meerschaum smoking away 
all by itself on the shrubbery bench. 

Both feel they ought to say something, 
and neither knows which should begin first. 
As usual, in most cases of difficulty, Woman 
wins the day. 

"Pray don't let me disturb you," she 
commences, though without the least idea 
if he has any right there. "I am only 
taking a little walk through the shrubbery ; 
you need not move !" 

" It is I that should apologise for tres- 
passing, although I am not aware to whom 
I have the pleasure of speaking," he answers, 
and then stops, waiting for a clue to her 
identity. He is a good, honest -looking 
young fellow, of three or four and twenty, 
with bright, blue eyes, and hair of the 
colour usually called '* sandy ;" not very 
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distinguished in appearance, perhaps, which 
idea is strengthened at first sight by the 
rough style of dress in which he is attired, 
and the " horsey " look about his breast-pin, 
tie, and watch-chain. And yet there is some- 
thing in the face that is turned towards her 
(notwithstanding that an inflamed look about 
the eyes and cheek-bones teils of a fast life) ; 
something of respectful admiration for her- 
seif, and delicacy lest he should have of- 
fended by his presence, that wins Irene's 
liking, even at this very early stage of her 
acquaintance with him. 

"Perhaps you know Colonel Mordaunt, 
or were waiting here to see him," she goes 
on somewhat hurriedly; "but he is not at 
home this evening." 

" I äo know Colonel Mordaunt," replies 
the stranger, "and that he is from home. 
But, excuse me, is it possible I can be ad- 
dressing Mrs. Mordaunt?" 

" 1 am Mrs. Mordaunt," says Irene, 
simply. 

" My uncle's wife !" 
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"Your uncle! Is my husband your 
uncle?" In her surprise she moves a few 
Steps nearer him; "but what then is your 
name ?" 

" Oliver Ralston ; at your Service, Madam," 
he answers, laughing. 

" Ralston ! oh, of course, I have heard 
Philip speak of you. I remember it dis- 
tinctly now ; but it was some time ago. I 
am very glad to see you. How do you 

do r 

And then they shake hands and say, 
" How do you do .?" to each other in the 
absurd and aimless manner we are wont to 
use on meeting, although we know quite 
well how each one " does," before our mouths 
are opened. 

" But why did you not come to the house, 
Mr. Ralston.?" continues Irene presently. 
" I do not think Colonel Mordaunt had any 
idea of your arrival. He has gone with his 
sister to dine at the Grimstons. I should 
have gone too, except for a racking head- 
ache." 
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" It is evident you have not heard much 
about me, Mrs. Mordaunt, or you would 
be aware that I have not the free run of 
Fen Court that you seem to imagine," 

"Of your own uncle's house! What 
nonsense ! I never could believe that. But 
why, then, are you in the shrubbery ?" 

"I will teil you frankJy, if you will 
permit me. I am an orphan, and have 
been under the guardianship of my uncle 
ever since I was a baby. I am a medical 
Student, also, and have held the post of 
house surgeon at one of the London hos- 
pitals for some time. London doesn't 
agree with me, morally or physically, and 
I have a great desire to get some practice 
in the country. I heard of something that 
might suit me near Priestley, yesterday, 
and wrote to my uncle concerning it. 
Afterwards I was told, if I wished for 
success, I must lose no time in looking 
after the business myself. So I ran down 
this morning and put up at the "Dog 
and Fox," and as I heard the Fen Court 
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people werc all going out to Calverley 
Park to dinner (indeed the carriage passed 
me as I was loitering about the lanes, 
some two hours since), I thought I might 
venture to intrude so far as to smoke my 
pipe on one of the shrubbery benches. 
This is a true and particular confession, 
Mrs. Mordaunt, and I hope, after hearing 
it, that you will acquit the prisoner of 
malice prepence in intruding on your 
solitudc." 

But she is not listening to him. 

" At the * Dog and Fox !' " she answers ; 
" that horridly low little place in the middle 
of the village ! And for Colonel Mor- 
daunt's nephew! I never heard of such 
a thing. I am sure your unde will be 
exceedingly vexed when you teil him. And 
Fen Court with a dozen bedrooms — why, 
it is enough to make all Priestley talk." 

"Indeed, it was the best thing I could 
do — my uncle had not invited me here; 
and^ as I told you before, I am not sufE- 
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ciently a favourite to be able to run in and 
out just as I choose." 

"Then / invite you, Mr. Ralston— I 
am mistress of Fen Court; and in the 
absence of my husband» I beg you will 
consider yourself as my guest. We will 
go back to the house together." 

" But, Mrs. Mordaunt, you are too good 
— but you do not know — you do not 
understand — I am afraid my uncle will be 

vexed " 

" He will not be vexed with anything I 
choose to do, Mr. Ralston ; but if he is 
vexed at this, I am quite sure I shall be 
vexed with him. Come, at all events, and 
have some supper, and wait up with me 
for his return. Come !'* 

She beckons him with an inclination of 
her head as she utters the last word, and he 
is fain to follow her. They pass through 
the shrubberies and garden, and take a turn 
or two down the drive, and have grown 
quite friendly and familiär with one another 
(as young people brought together, with 

X 2 
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any excuse to be so, soon become) by the 
time they reach the house again. 

"Cy course I am your aunt!** Irene is 
saying, as the porch comes in view ; " and 
you must call me so. I feel quite proud 
of having such a big nephew. I shall de- 
gencrate into an old twaddler by-and-by, like 
poor Miss Higgins, who is always talking 
of * my newy the captain/ ' My nevvy 
the doctor' will sound very well, won't it ? 
particularly if you'U promise to be a real one, 
with M.D. after your name/' 

."If anything could induce me to shake 
myself free of the natural indolence that 
encumbers me," he is answering, and rather 
gravely, " it would be the belief that some 
one like yourself was good enough to take 
an interest in my career — ** when, straight 
in the path before them, they encounter 
Mrs. Quekett, who, with a light shawl 
cast over her cap, has come out to enjoy 
the evening air. 

Irene is passing on, without so much as 
a smile or an inclination of her head by 
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way of recognition. She has received so 
much covert impertinence at Mrs. Quekett's 
hands, that she is not disposed to place 
herseif in the way of more; and the very 
sight of the housekeeper is obnoxious to her. 
But Mrs. Quekett has no Intention of per- 
mitting herseif to be so slighted. At the * 
first sight of Oliver Ralston she started, but 
by the time they meet upon the gravelled 
path she has laid her plans. 

" Good evening, ma'am !'* she commences, 
with forced courtesy to her so-called mistress, 
and then turns to her companion. "Well, 
Master Oliver ! who would have thought 
of seeing you here ? I am sure the Colonel 
has no expectations of your coming." 

"I daresay not, Mrs. Quekett; he could 
hardly have, considering I had not time to 
write and inform him of my arrival." 

" And how will he like it, Master Oliver, 
when he does hear it, eh ? He's not over- 
pleased in general to be taken by surprise." 

Here Irene, who cannot help saying what 
she feels, injudiciously puts in her oar. 
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" It can be no concem of yours, Quekett, 
what Colonel Mordaunt thinks or does not 
think, nor can your opinion, I imagine, be 
of much value to Mr. Ralston. He will 
sleep here to-night; see that the Green 
Room is prepared for him." 

"When the Colonel gives Orders for it, 
I will, ma'am ; but you will excuse me for 
saying that Mr. Oliver has never been put 
in the Green Room yet, and I don't expect 
that he will be." 

"You will excuse fne for saying, Mrs. 
Quekett," retorts Irene, now lairly roused, 
" that, as I am mistress of Fen Court and 
you are the housekeeper, you will prepare 
any room for my guests that I may choose 
to select for their accommodation." 

" I take my Orders from the Colonel," 
replies the woman in a quietly insolent man- 
ner ; " and as for the Green Room, it was 
always kept for genf lernen in my time, and 
I don't expect that the Colonel will choose 
to make any alterations now to what it was 
then." And so stumps past them. 
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Irene is violently agitated — her face grows 
livid — her hands turn cold. She drags Oliver 
after her into the Fen Court dining-room, 
and there turns round on him with a vehe- 
mence that alarms him, lest they should be 
overheard. 

"Mr. Ralston! you know this place — 
you know your uncle — you have known 
them all for years. Teil me, for heaven's 
sake, whaf is the reason that that woman is 
permitted to behave towards us as she does ?'' 
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